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EPILOGUE 


EPISODE ONE: INTO THE STRATOSPHERE 


The atmosphere hit the outside of the ship hard, causing Roz’s seat harness to completely jar 
loose. Gravity started to take over as well, so he found himself hanging far too close to the 
already warming porthole beneath him. The air friction scorched the outside of the window 
and warmed the cabin, even though the transparent material was supposedly heat resistant. 
Through the fiery haze Roz saw the approaching planet. It looked like they were heading 
straight for a marsh and for a moment Roz’s imagination took over and he saw himself 
battling some eel creature while his feet fast descended into quicksand. He had an immediate 
anxiety attack and started coughing into his respirator. This of course fogged up his electronic 
eye. So there he was, coughing and half blind, barely suspended above a window you could 
cook meat on. Roz regretted taking this assignment even more. 


He longed to be back at his old job. Just a few weeks before, Roz had been a mining specialist 
on the edge of the Omicron Nebula. He did much research in mining ores on asteroids and 
was even gaining some attention from his superiors. Despite his growing illnesses he was 
even slightly happy. But like all former Maug soldiers Roz was on the conscription list. Soon 
he had to pack his best respirator and blood cell tabulator into his satchel and join the growing 
armada. Apparently their worst enemies, the Cyth, had discovered a new hospitable world in 
the Gallius system. It became his new job to help stop the Cyth from taking over this planet. 
Wild gossip about some miracle cure was also being spread all over the vidsets; it was 
believed that at last a cure for the Maug illness would be found on this mysterious planet. 


When they arrived, the Gallius system was boiling with rampaging starships. Roz had to take 
a whole bottle of pills to stop his anxiety attacks, but even then he nearly fainted from the 
stress. When he was younger he was able to handle the shock of battle, but now that he was 
nineteen his ailments really had gotten worse. Luckily a quick treaty ended the fighting in 
space, so Roz immediately took the chance to land on the planet and help coordinate all the 
colony’s mining operations. 


As usual, his luck was working horribly against him. Now he was even swinging back and 
forth between the sides of his compartment while his feet were getting far too toasty for 
comfort. The cinch strap, pulled to the limit, was not retracting him back to his seat like it was 
designed to do in emergencies. Roz started to really cough. If he didn’t get his seat harness 
pulled tight he would die. When the colony ship impacted the planet he would be slammed 
into the walls of his compartment, smashing most of his vital organs and even a few 
transplanted ones. He fought off the image of his flattened body from his mind and tried to 
think of something to do. He would have to get himself secured back into his seat -- and fast! 


EPISODE TWO: THE TOTALLY HORRIBLE LANDING 


Nothing worked. He pulled and pulled on the cinch strap, but still it would not retract him 
back to the seat. The colony ship was well into the atmosphere now; his porthole was almost 
completely sky blue as the last vestiges of space were being dissolved. Luck just was not with 
him. Assigned to a compartment on the bottom of the colony ship, the increasing gravity 
sucked him down towards the porthole and kept his cinch strap tight. There was nothing he 
could do. He resolved to enjoy his last moments, and watch the beautiful planet approaching 
beneath him. 


Outside he heard the parachute compartments open. There was the sound of tough fabric 
rustling. Suddenly the chutes filled with air and jolted the colony ship. The ship rolled to one 
side. Roz smashed up against a wall, and his horn helmet tumbled off his head. Bruised 
slightly, he then heard the second set of chutes open. He rolled again, actually flying partially 
up in the air. He felt the tension on the cinch strap relax. Roz needed no further invitation. He 
pressed the small retracting device and the strap pulled him back into the seat. A second later 
the colony ship pitched again. Had he not been thinking fast he would have still been loose 
and eventually dead. 


The ship landed much harder than predicted. Roz’s horn helmet embedded itself into the 
ceiling, chipping one of his horns. Roz was really going to feel self-conscious now, as there 
weren’t going to be any helmet repair shops on Gallius IV until their colony captured the 
planet! The Maug-chief came on the vidset instructing every Maug to leave the ship. Roz 
pulled his helmet loose and attached it back to his head. Aside from a few bruises his body 
and life suit were in good shape. Even his coughing was starting to ease. 


He looked out his porthole. Gorgeous terrain greeted Roz’s sore eyes. Much to his relief the 
Maug-chief had landed them on a plains area, right next to a massive range of mountains. 
Looking off to the east he saw the large marsh he had seen in orbit -- doubtless they would be 
building a power plant out there to make energy for the colony. Behind him the plains seemed 
to run forever into the horizon. Suddenly his sinuses cleared up. Maybe it was true that this 
planet, Gallius IV, would finally let all Maug restore their lost health! Then he saw a fiery 
burst in the atmosphere above the mountains. His enthusiasm faded. A colony ship was 
landing and Roz recognized it as an Uva Mosk ship. They were landing behind the mountain 
range; their colony would not be far away from the Maug colony. Suddenly another colony 
ship cut through the air, even closer than the Uva Mosk ship. Landing in the nearby marsh, 
Roz saw who it was and he shuddered. It was the Humans. 


EPISODE THREE: ROZ GETS HIS FIRST COLONY 
ASSIGNMENT 


Roz picked up his satchel and exited out of the gangway. 


Nearly five hundred Maug were assigned to colonize Gallius IV and most now were 
unloading the colony ship. Some surveyors were quickly chalking out an area for a 
foundation; the colony’s City Center would be built where they were working. A smaller 
group was driving out several housing pods. He would be given a bunk in one of these pods 
tonight. Roz also saw another group unloading food supplies, so he figured that he should 
help them out first. He had unloaded several sacks of food when he felt a tap on his shoulder. 


"Maug-recruit Roz!" It was his sergeant. He turned to look at him. Sergeant Boog was a large 
Maug, almost five foot four, and despite his advanced years still had the health of a thirteen 
year old. Roz snapped to attention rather awkwardly. It had been awhile since he had to snap 
to attention to a commanding officer. "Go out and check that mountain range. Radio back 
what you find." Roz looked up at the craggy mountains. Still quite woozy from the landing, 
he nearly fainted from the idea of crawling up that craggy mountainside by himself. 


"Our fearless Maug-chief plans on settling another territory soon. See if there are any deposits 
of iron up in that range!" Roz didn’t want to appear ill in front of his Maug-sergeant, so he 
managed to salute fairly convincingly. The sergeant saluted back. "May your headaches 


pass!" Boog hobbled away. Roz moaned internally, he had barely been on Gallius IV a half an 
hour and already he was given reconnaissance duty! Of course he realized why he had been 
chosen as he had been mining asteroids just a few weeks ago, but even so.... Roz glanced up 
at the mountain ridge and got an immediate anxiety attack. He had just seen the Uva Mosk 
land right behind those mountains! Might he end up hurt, or even dead? Roz quickly took 
several anxiety tablets. The tension in his neck relaxed slightly and he felt able to walk. He 
tightened his chipped horn helmet, picked up his satchel, and timidly headed towards the 
ominous mountain range. 


EPISODE FOUR: ROZ MAKES A DISCOVERY 


The steep ground Roz was walking up made him puff tremendously. Roz regretted not taking 
his calisthenics seriously when he was stationed on the asteroid -- he would really have to 
work on building up his stamina. The normally dull fever he constantly had was now 
intensely magnified. He turned up his pain killer dosage on his artificial arm, took a few deep 
meditative breathes, and then continued his trek. At one point a small dark-haired flying 
creature swooped down and almost knocked him over. He anxiously swatted it away. The 
little thing turned in the air and attacked him again. Roz ducked out of its way. He picked up a 
rock and threw it at the birdlike beast -- and this time it understood Roz’s suggestion and left, 
flying up towards the same crags he was heading towards. 


After a couple days of sweat and effort, he finally reached the top of the mountain. He looked 
back at the Maug Landing. Their colony ship was already dismantled and its iron sides were 
being melted into girders for the City Center. A convoy of hovertrucks were being loaded 
with supplies and colonists -- the Colonizer unit would soon be sent to take over another 
territory. Would the Maug-chief decide to colonize the mountain range he was exploring? An 
untouched deep valley was below him, plenty room for several Surface Mines. There was also 
a flat meadow that would be perfect for a factory. Roz took out the metal scanner from his 
satchel and began surveying the iron deposits that were in the valley. 


Judging from the steep sides of the mountains, it was pretty clear that this range was young, 
maybe only half a billion years old. Roz fretted that there maybe was nothing unusual about 
this valley. Then it happened. An intense blip on the metal scanner appeared. Pure iron, a 
mother lode! Excitedly he turned on his portable vidset. "Sergeant Boog! Sergeant Boog! 
There’s iron here, a healthy deposit of it. I am at--" Suddenly something hit him from behind 
hard. It was the little flying creature again. Roz fell over and tumbled over the edge of the 
cliff. Frantically he tried to hang on, but the servos in his artificial arm were overloading. Roz 
tried to grab at a rock with his natural arm, but before he could his robotic hand shut down, 
and he started falling. 


Roz hit the bottom of the cliff hard, and he heard leg and hip bones snap. His entire pain killer 
supply automatically injected into his key nerve centers -- but it did not help. He screamed 
miserably and even started coughing up blood. Dazed, Roz dimly thought he should try and 
contact the base, so his good eye began searching for his portable vidset. Smoke and a small 
electric fire a few meters from him indicated the fate of that particular piece of equipment. 
Unable to move and bleeding internally, Roz realized that he was slowly losing 
consciousness. He immediately got an anxiety attack, but there was nothing he could do to 
stop it. His mind shut down completely as his thoughts filled with fear. Maybe minutes passed 
by, maybe even hours, Roz could not tell. He was about to pass out when he heard a strange 
bubbling organic sound. An Uva Mosk colonizer suddenly rounded the edge of the valley. 


Roz dimly saw several Uva Mosk colonists pointing their claws at him. Soon after, the ground 
around Roz became saturated with laser fire. 


EPISODE FIVE: THE BORDER DISPUTE 


Several Uva Mosk jumped out of the colonizer and began running towards him. They clearly 
did not want Roz in this valley. One aimed a laser pistol at him, shearing off Roz’s robotic 
arm right at the shoulder. Another Uva Mosk trotted directly up towards Roz. "Your end is 
now, defiler." Roz sucked in his breath as best he could, preparing himself for the oncoming 
death blast. Suddenly, laser bolts hit many of the approaching Uva Mosk. Some of the green 
beings crumpled into a burnt heap in front of Roz. Much screaming and multi-appendaged 
pointing started happening inside the Uva Mosk hovertrucks. Roz dimly looked over towards 
the other side of the valley. The Maug colonizer convoy had entered the valley floor. Several 
Maug were leaning out of the hovertrucks, firing their laser pistols. The surprise attack 
instantly blew apart two Uva Mosk vehicles. However, the rest of the trucks were starting to 
head towards the oncoming Maug. Roz tried to stay awake, but soon even the sounds of the 
battle faded as his internal bleeding drained him in unconsciousness. 


"His life suit is responding." 
"Marvelous, marvelous! Wake up, Maug-recruit. Wake up." 


His electronic eye clicked open. Roz saw the top of a field tent. Hovering over him were a 
couple Maug field medics. "Can you move your legs, Maug-recruit?" Roz saw all kinds of 
machines were hooked up to him. There was a cybernetic monitor, a respirator, a urine 
recycler, and an air-sterilizer. "They had to use all these machines!" Roz thought to himself, "I 
hope they reattached my arm." The medics slowly sat him up and Roz saw, to much relief, 
that he had two arms that also sat up with him. 


"Did we..." Roz coughed and nearly gagged. What came out of his mouth wasn’t pretty. "Did 
we capture... those mountains?" 

"Oh yes. They’ve even been named the territory after you. Its called the Unwell Cliffs, 
because you were found there very, very injured." 

"How long have I been...." 

"At least seven solar weeks. Can you move your legs?" 


Roz flexed his knees. The sound of a misaligned servo stopped his left knee from completely 
moving. Apparently they had partially replaced this joint with a robotic prosthetic. A medic 
twisted a small bolt into the side of this knee. The adjustment was made and Roz’s knee 
swung down the whole way. Roz inhaled a deep breath. There were a few more aches in his 
body then he remembered and he was still very dizzy -- but overall he felt partially healed. 
"Here’s your helmet. Too bad its got such a big chip in it. Oh and Roz, you have been given a 
marvelous assignment by Sergeant Boog. He is overseeing the construction on a Surface Mine 
right over the spot where you found that huge iron deposit. He has commanded that you run 
the ore separation processors there! As soon as you are completely well, you’re to report to 
him. But for now, go to your Housing quarters. Rest and get well, Maug-recruit!" 


EPISODE SIX:THE GROWING COLONY 


The medics fitted his suit was several vials of a powerful pain killer. Roz felt quite sore, but 
he was anxious to get outside. At last, he could work on a mine! This was way better than 
hovering in orbit around Gallius IV waiting for another probable attack from the Humans, or 
worse yet, the Cyth. Despite all his pain, this was the happiest he had felt in a long, long time. 
He walked out of the tent and saw all of Maug Landing. Much had been built since he had last 
looked back over the colony on the top of the mountains. For Roz his mountain 
reconnaissance was a recent memory, but as he gazed over Maug Landing, he realized just 
how many days must have passed by while he was unconscious. 


A large City Center, complete with the traditional set of horns, loomed over all the other 
buildings in the territory. A couple Housing units were on the edge of the settlement, and a 
Laser Defense tower test fired over them at regular intervals. A shiny Culture Center stood a 
distance away from everything, tucked behind a small wood. A University was also 
shimmering in the deepening twilight. Roz watched a group of students through the windows 
of the building, apparently they were hard at work researching some new technology. Roz 
immediately felt some barbs of jealousy towards them. When Roz was younger, he had taken 
the MTC (Mechanics and Technology Comprehension) exam to gain admission into one of 
the many distinguished tech schools on Arganis X. He scored very high on the test, however 
competition was so difficult that he was just two points below the admissions standards. Roz 
sighed at the unpleasant memory and limped towards the Housing units. 


The sun rose and fell a couple times before Roz trusted himself to leave his quarters. His new 
mechanical knee was stiff and he spent many hours adjusting servos and realigning hinge 
connections. He once even took a metal grinder to create a small gap between two metal 
plates inside of it! At last he was able to move more freely, but he still couldn’t eliminate a 
slight catch that happened when he extended his knee completely forward. To forget about his 
body’s many aches he went to the Culture Center to play some computer games. Roz was 
delighted when he discovered that the center had just installed his favorite network 
deathmatch game -- Return of the Cyth Mutants! Roz played for hours, many more than he 
should’ve, but it felt so good when he was finally able to wipe out the giant spider boss 
monster on level 119. Several of his fellow competitors were so impressed with this feat that 
they all pitched in and bought him a deliciously warm glass of oooo0omi. Roz slept well that 
night. 


A bleary-eyed Roz found himself the next morning traveling on the makeshift path that lead 
between Maug Landing and Unwell Cliffs. Unfortunately, Roz also had to sit with several 
excited and chattering companions. There was some great news. Apparently the Maug-chief 
had made a treaty with the Humans, and as part of the treaty the Maug were able to start a 
settlement in the nearby swamp, now called the Nyws Quagmire. He tried to tune out their 
boring talk about energy technologies by looking out at the increasingly craggy countryside. 
Despite his bad experience in this place, Roz felt in some ways that he owned these 
mountains. He was the first Maug ever to walk in them. A light annoyed his natural eye for a 
second, like the glint of the sun hitting polished metal. Whatever it was disappeared quickly 
and soon the hovertruck turned the corner into the familiar valley of Unwell Cliffs. Roz saw 
the new mine rising over the countryside, now in advanced construction. The sight of the 
mine gave him so much excitement that Roz briefly forgot all about his illnesses, and his pain 
killer dosage dropped to the lowest amount it ever had since he landed on Gallius IV. 


EPISODE SEVEN: AT THE SURFACE MINE 


"Have you made a full partial recovery?" asked Sergeant Boog. Roz snappily replied, "My 
headaches are but minor!" "Excellent, excellent!" said Boog as an assistant gave him an 
electronic notepad. Boog checked a few things off and returned his attention to Roz. "As you 
can most certainly see, the Surface Mine will soon be ready for your able hands to adjust. I’m 
trusting you’ll enjoy working on it." Roz nodded. "Your magnificent reputation as a hero has 
been growing, Roz. How you somehow managed to single-handedly hold off the Uva Mosk 
until our Colonizer came. Jumping off that cliff and shooting your laser pistol all the way 
down. Glorious, glorious!" 


"But, Sergeant--" 


"Now no one will make you uncomfortable with lavish praise. That much I’ve made clear to 
all Maug recruits present." There was suddenly shouting and laser fire behind them. Roz 
quickly looked and saw two Uva Mosk laser squads running out from the surrounding rocks, 
their chameleon skin changing from a tan color to the dull gray of the ground. "Another Uva 
Mosk ghost army. Seems like every day we’re disintegrating those eco-numbskull guerrillas." 
Several Maug colonists ran towards the approaching Uva Mosk, drawing their pistols. "But 
tell me Roz, just how could you get a good aim on any of their hovertrucks? Weren’t you 
falling too fast? No, tell me later, tell me later. There’s not time now with a whole Surface 
Mine to inspect." Some stray laser fire glanced off an iron girder, but Sergeant Boog hardly 
looked up. Roz noticed that the militia were attempting to surround the laser squads. "So Roz, 
from reviewing your background, I see you specialize in magnetic adjustments." An Uva 
Mosk yelped horribly as he became a patch of ash on the rocky ground. 


"Yes, I worked on several modifications when I was on the asteroid." One of the laser squads 
was heading towards the Surface Mine. "Sergeant Boog, maybe we should--" A myriad of 
laser blasts met the oncoming Uva Mosk who answered this attack with the screams of their 
demise. A rancid stench of carbonized Uva Mosk started to saturate the air. Boog’s attention 
turned briefly to the battle, so Roz saw an opportunity to pipe in. "Sir, ah, ah sir, your report 
of my injury is wrong. I didn’t jump off the cliff on purpose." Boog’s one good eye widened 
as his gaze turned intensely back to Roz. "A bird of some variety knocked me off the edge. I 
don’t know how you were told I had jumped off the cliff to stop that Colonizer. The Uva 
Mosk weren’t even here yet!" Roz giggled with discomfort. Boog was staring right at him. 
"So... that ah, that report should be changed. Maybe." 


"A bird?" 
"A bird, sir. Well, it looked like a bird and it flew--" 


A worried assistant ran up towards Boog and handed him an electronic notepad. The 
remaining Uva Mosk were retreating, but several Maug were chasing them. The battered Uva 
Mosk soldiers ran to the edge of the valley and soon were gone. "Has this report been 
verified?" The assistant nodded to Boog. "Roz! The ore you found is just a shallow deposit! 
We’ll have most of the good ore mined off in a solar week! Didn’t you take a depth analysis 
when you took your scan?" Roz timidly verbalized his answer, "Well, no sir, this bird, it 
knocked me off the cliff--" Boog interrupted. "Since we’ve been here, fourteen Maug have 
been killed. Killed!" 


Roz felt that he was being unjustly blamed -- especially after all his terrible injuries. He 


responded angrily, "Why didn’t you do another scan before you started building the mine? 
Isn’t that procedure?" Roz’s blustering weakly trailed off, "Well... why didn’t you?" Sergeant 
Boog waited stoically, creating a long silence. "Done?" he asked. Roz worriedly nodded. 
"THEN YOU ARE DISMISSED FROM THIS MINE! AND I WILL MAKE DOUBLY 
SURE THAT YOU WILL GET THE WORST ASSIGNMENT ON THIS WHOLE 
HORRIBLE PLANET! Unhealthy recruits...." Sergeant Boog muttered as he stomped off. A 
stunned Roz watched him disappear into the half built Surface Mine. He coughed quietly. 


EPISODE EIGHT: IN NYWS QUAGMIRE 


The weight of Roz’s feet was enough to push up two small pools of fetid water. The air was 
heavy with moisture and rotting vegetation. A light rain was even falling, causing Roz’s 
electronic eye to fog over. Twenty meters in front of him was a deep pool of brackish water. 
Roz immediately remembered the anxiety attack he had when he was landing -- he imagined 
an eel creature had grabbed his leg and pulled him under. Remembering this anxiety attack 
gave him another anxiety attack and he quickly down a couple stress tablets. This new 
territory had only been colonized for a week, and very little had been started. The crude 
beginnings of a Nuclear Plant were somehow rising out of the goo; only a few Maug were 
working on it. A group of Housing units were built on some high ground not far away. And 
on the coastline was the very reason why Roz was sent here -- a new bustling Shipyard sitting 
on the coast of nearby Foog Ocean. Carefully stepping through the muck, Roz walked down 
the slippery path towards this Shipyard. 


Sergeant Boog had reassigned Roz to the Maug navy, and doubtless Boog had done so with 
extreme malice in mind. Roz had never been involved with anything naval or aquatic. In fact, 
an early psychological profile had once shown that Roz had a tendency towards hydrophobia! 
So here he was, assigned to work on a Sea Transport! Roz walked along the dock and saw that 
the ship he would soon work on was nearly completed. It was a long gray boat with three 
huge compartments in it. Several Maug were bustling around, placing small guns on its sides. 
The rain was making their work tricky -- one gun even dropped into the shallow salt water 
below. "You Maug-recruit Roz?" It was Captain Luum, sitting overhead on a command chair 
mounted on the end of a huge multi-jointed hydraulic arm. Apparently Captain Luum was too 
ill to walk. Roz saluted. "Start cleaning the mud out of compartment bay one. A Colonizer’s 
going inside there soon, so it better be very, very clean." With that, Captain Luum and his 
hydraulic chair moved over another part of the ship. 


The mud was from all the workers stomping around inside the compartment during its 
construction. Roz disgustedly grabbed a hoverpail and a suction mop. It would take many 
hours to clean the bottom of this storage bay. A scrawny, limping Maug was also swabbing 
mud at the far end of the compartment. This Maug glumly looked up at Roz and then returned 
to his mud vacuuming. Roz flipped on the switch and began sucking up the mud on his area of 
the transport bay. The suction mop was fairly powerful, but occasionally the power would go 
out and stop the suction, making fast progress impossible. "Power outages." His companion 
explained. "The Maug-chief’s let us get low on energy. That’s why they’re building that 
Nuclear Plant out there." Roz acknowledged that he had heard and went back to his cleaning. 
"You here because you screwed up?" This caught Roz’s total attention. He turned to his 
companion and nodded. "Me too. Name’s Guc. So why’d they banish you here? They think 
your helmet’s not presentable enough?" Guc laughed so hard he exposed his toothless gums. 


Just then Captain Luum’s hydraulic chair cast a shadow over both of them. "The Colonizer’s 


arrived. Finish your work fast Maug-recruits. This transport’s going on the ocean tomorrow!" 
The hydraulic chair whined as it disappeared. Guc glumly returned to his cleaning, doing his 
best to remove a clump of clay stuck to the wall. They would be on the ocean tomorrow! 
Already Roz’s mechanical knee started to ache. A wave of anxiety passed over him and he 
had to sit down in the mud. 


EPISODE NINE: GUC 


Guc and Roz were only able to do an adequate job before the Colonizer hovertrucks were 
dropped into their compartment with a crane. Tired, Guc and Roz limped back to the crew’s 
quarters on the ship. "Need a glass of oo0000mi?" Asked Guc. Roz grunted something that 
Guc took for a yes. "I don’t have any way to heat it up, so it’ll be cold -- if that’s okay?" After 
the oooooomi was poured they both sat on either end of the bunk bed. Roz told about his 
misfortunes and all the while Guc nodded and laughed, adding the occasional complaint that 
made them both feel good. When Roz told him about how he had nearly died during the 
landing of the colony ship, Guc let out a snort that made him cough so bad he had to limp 
outside and spit. When he was able to breathe again, Guc poured himself another half glass of 
oooooomi. 


"Just shows you Roz, that our Maug-chief is not glorious. He’s inept, he’s encouraging his 
officers to be fascists. He’s just too inexperienced to know how to handle a colony 
magnificently. As far as I know, he’s never commanded one before." He sipped from his 
oooooomi. "Now me, I’m just along to build things, a handyman carpenter, so I get tossed 
around from territory to territory. I’ve done a lot for this colony though. More than Captain 
Luum would like to acknowledge." Guc opened up his satchel and pulled out a crumpled up 
bag made from some sort of grass material. It looked old. "Last week when I got ordered to 
Nyws Quagmire to build the shipyard I found this. I was just walking through the muck when 
I stepped on this little bag filled with some awful smelling stuff." 


"What is it?" 


"An artifact from some space-faring race from a while ago I guess, from what they tell me. 
There isn’t much of the compound left, our glorious scientists took most of it. But Captain 
Luum heard from them that I had found a complete technology -- some sort of plant growing 
material called Synthetic Fertilizer. So now the Maug-chief can build a, a, what’s it called, a 
Hydroponic Farm without doing any research! So here’s me now, right, hoping that at least I 
could become a sanitation technician at the City Center. But no, no they forget all about 
promoting me! Why should they, right? I’m just a handyman. All I’m good for is cleaning 
mud off of ships! Inept." Guc downed the rest of his ooo000mi. "We’re going to lose Roz, 
there is no doubt about it. Probably get killed soon, both of us, somehow. For example, where 
are we going? Nobody’s said a single hint about that subject to us. And we work on this leaky 
boat! No, the Maug-chief’s as foolish as a Tenyan robot." Both Guc and Roz were quiet for 
awhile. They heard the ship’s engines start up. Walking out on the deck, they watched the 
murky coastline of Nyws Quagmire disappear into the fog. 


EPISODE TEN: THE ISLAND TERRITORY 


Roz was seasick many times, particularly one night when the ship really pitched and rolled. 
Thanks to Guc, who helped him to the hospital facility, Roz was able to get some medication. 
But often even the light ammonia fumes from his hoverpail would send him gagging into the 
latrine. 


One morning, when dawn had barely begun, an outline of an island mountain range appeared 
on the sea’s horizon. Captain Luum called the entire crew up on the deck. He seemed worried 
as he positioned his hydraulic chair in front of them. "Doubtless, Maug-recruits, you have 
heard that our colony’s progress is unwell. Our glorious Maug-chief was forced to trade much 
of our energy and metal to the Humans in exchange for Nyws Quagmire. He had hoped to 
restore our metal supply from a mine in the Unwell Cliffs. Unfortunately, that mine’s 
production fell horribly short of early predictions." Roz sneezed uncomfortably at this, but 
Guc slid him a cough suppressant which helped Roz get over his respiratory fit. Captain 
Luum continued, "Then, this very morning, we received even more terrible news. Unwell 
Cliffs has been captured by the Uva Mosk." Coughs and nervous wheezes happened all 
around Roz. "All who colonized this territory are believed to be dead." One could feel the 
anxiety mounting throughout the crew. Several, including Roz, were forced to down stress 
tablets. He immediately thought of Sergeant Boog, now dead, and a wave of grief passed 
through him. 


"Our colony’s vigorous survival hinges on founding a successful settlement on that island 
territory there, the Gippo Snowcaps. It is the only territory in the middle of this large ocean. It 
has been left undisturbed. Unknown to you all, the Maug-chief himself has been secretly 
aboard our ship to oversee the founding of this new settlement." The crew gasped. "Maug- 
recruits, please, please, show your most healthy respects. May I present our leader, the Maug- 
chief." A portal slid open beneath Captain Luum, and out hobbled a very old Maug. He 
seemed to be almost forty, and the great Maug-Pain had not been kind to him. Both of his 
eyes were replaced with electronic implants and his skin tone was a ghastly ashen gray. Two 
assistants had to help him walk out, and Captain Luum moved his chair down so that the 
Maug-chief could feebly step into it. Everyone immediately saluted. The Maug-chief hoarsely 
spoke, "My fellow Maug, our (a cough) colony needs you. This territory (several coughs) is 
the only chance our colony has against the Uva Mosk, so your spirits (a wheeze) must be 
high. Today we start a new settlement, a new hope! (Much coughing) For on this very island 
we shall build -- a great air force, the greatest on the planet!" Everyone cheered and this 
drowned out the Maug-chief’s sneezes. Roz even clapped, but Guc was unmoved. "Maug 
colonists, let your mighty (a cough) labors guide us to victory!" With that effort the Maug- 
chief could not continue. He retired below deck amid the cheers and coughs of the crew. 


All hands were ordered off the Sea Transport. Guc and Roz found themselves helping 
colonists from the Colonizer erect the walls of a Housing unit. Construction continued until 
late into the night. Soon there were plenty rooms for the one hundred colonists that were 
settling this territory. Guc was tired and went to sleep, but Roz couldn’t rest. He was in 
mountains again! Beautiful mountains! Roz decided to take a midnight stroll around the small 
settlement. He had just reached the edge of the settlement and was about to turn back -- when 
he saw the Maug-chief and his entourage. They were making their way behind a low hill. Roz 
followed them, fearing for their safety on this frontier island. The small group of Maug feebly 
walked to the center of a small valley. There they stopped. One of the Maug-chief’s assistants 
flashed a light in the air five times. The air above the Maug-chief distorted, and a large steel- 


gray space ship decloaked! Instantly Roz recognized the lines of the vessel -- it was a 
Skirineen warship! 


EPISODE ELEVEN: THE SEEDS OF DISSENT 


A Skirineen walked down the ramp that flipped down from the warship. The Maug-chief and 
the Skirineen exchanged tense greetings as they approached each other. One member of the 
Maug-chief’s entourage opened up a satchel. Inside the satchel were several credits. The 
Skirineen sneered, hissed, and started to return to his ship. The Maug-chief gasped a stressful 
"Wait!" and gestured towards two more members of his entourage. They each opened their 
satchels and many, many credits tumbled out onto the rocky ground. The sound of the 
clanking credits caused the Skirineen to pause during his exit. Even from this distance Roz 
could hear him hiss in satisfaction. The Skirineen gazed at the three open satchels and then 
gestured behind him. Five other Skirineen ran down the runaway -- each dragging behind 
themselves a large crate. The first Skirineen took a crowbar and loosened the top off of one of 
the crates. Out of it he lifted a large gun. At this distance Roz couldn’t tell what kind of gun it 
was, but there was no doubt in Roz’s mind what was going on. The Maug-chief was buying 
weapons from the Skirineen. 


"And what have I been explaining and explaining to you, Roz?" Guc smiled his toothless grin 
at him as Roz paced around Guc’s cabin in the Sea Transport. "Our Maug-chief is not 
glorious. He’s a traitor. Anyone who deals with the Skirineen always is." Roz’s memories 
flew back to his poor father’s last years. Roz’s father had many scars on his back from when 
he had been a slave during the Skirineen Occupation -- a conscripted engineer forced to 
manufacture star fighters. If the his father didn’t make enough progress that day, the Skirineen 
would lance his back with a surgically sharpened triidium poker. "He’ll let the Skirineen back 
onto our planet again, right?" Roz scratched his prosthetic knee and glumly nodded. 
"Everyone in this settlement is going to hear about this. Everyone!" Guc stomped out of the 
cabin and into the night fog. 


Roz awoke the next morning hearing shouts of "Traitor!" and "Skirineen Lover!" Roz ran 
outside, almost forgetting to put on his horn helmet. A mob was gathering on the main deck. 
Captain Luum moved above the crowd on his hydraulic chair, trying unsuccessfully to placate 
everyone. Roz smiled, grimly satisfied with the chaos he had caused. When the Maug-chief 
appeared, the booing and coughing grew even louder. The colony leader raised his good hand 
and the crowd partially settled down to listen to him. "I deny this unglorious charge. (A 
cough) To work with the Skirineen would be an unwell decision! It did not occur! (Much 
coughing and spitting) Ever!" The boos and screams got louder. A group of Maug suddenly 
displayed one of the crates that Roz had seen the night before -- except now it was empty. 
"What was in here?" a colonist screamed. The Maug-chief gasped and fell back into Captain 
Luum’s lap. Captain Luum screamed in pain. The Maug-chief pressed a button on his wrist 
control panel. Compartment One on the transport opened. Out marched a whole squad of 
troops, armed with the same guns Roz had dimly seen the night before. Now in this light, Roz 
recognized these weapons as Surface-to-Air Missile launchers! The Maug-chief nodded, and 
the SAM troopers aimed their weapons towards the mob. The Maug-chief yelled "Be unwell!" 
and the troops fired.... 


EPISODE TWELVE: THE ANGER GROWS 


The missiles flew over the group, just about hitting some of the Maug assembled on the upper 
decks. "The next voice that raises up against our marvelous (a cough) Maug colony will be 
shot. (Several coughs) Even if I had contacted the Skirineen, my reasons for doing this would 
be beyond your many worries. [am your glorious Maug-chief! (Much coughing and spitting) 
Captain Luum!" Captain Luum saluted. "These SAM Troopers are yours until these colonists 
learn to respect (much coughing) my mighty decisions!" Captain Luum nodded and signaled 
to the SAM Troopers. They marched through the crowd, and most stepped out of their path. 
However, one Maug stood defiantly in the way of a trooper. The rebel Maug quickly shoved a 
robotic finger into his mouth and upchucked a mass of blood that landed on the soldier’s left 
foot. The rebel grinned and wiped his mouth. The troopers’ response was swift. While two 
soldiers held the rebel down, the trooper that had been spat upon took out a small laser saw. 
Two cuts later the offending Maug was hornless. 


"Do not oppose me!" Screamed the Maug-chief, who was now so livid that he started to shake 
with apoplexy. "Or I will cut off all of your horns, (much, much coughing) and you shall be 
marked as traitors for the rest of your painful lives!" With this the SAM Troopers pointed 
their launchers in the air and shot off many missiles. The mob broke apart and Roz quickly 
ducked into his hoverpail closet to avoid the panicked throng. All around him Maug colonists 
were picking up tools, running to half-completed buildings, or tending to the Sea Transport. 
He even spied Guc pulling out his hoverpail. Lest he became target practice for a roving SAM 
Trooper, Roz flipped on his own hoverpail. Wordlessly, he and Guc began swabbing the deck. 


That night, Roz went to Guc’s cabin to unwind and gripe. However, as soon as he opened the 
door, Guc shoved Roz on the floor and hoarsely whispered to him, "Don’t say you even saw 
me tonight, and don’t you dare say you knew anything about what I was doing. Promise me 
that right now!" Roz nodded and Guc returned to what he apparently had been occupied with 
before he came -- which was packing up his satchel. "You can’t leave this Sea Transport! The 
SAM Troopers are everywhere!" Roz said tersely. Guc laughed. "I’m doing more than that, 
Roz, I’m leaving this entire colony." Roz gave him a amazed look that made Guc nod his 
head smugly. "I’ve been in contact with another colony, a much more healthy colony then 
ours, since we’ve been here. They’re very interested in these bags I found at Nyws Quagmire. 
Interested enough to give me a safe place to live and all the medicines I will ever need." 
Carefully Guc wrapped up the Synthetic Fertilizer sacks and placed them on top of his 
satchel. 


"Guc, this is an unwell decision." 


He chucked at this. "You’re such a yes Maug! Following orders, letting our bacteria-infested 
leaders dictate your every move and thought. Not me. Synthetic Fertilizer is my way outta this 
losing deathtrap." Roz followed him as Guc crept past the SAM Trooper guards. Soon both 
were off the ship and walking along the shore, with Roz trying to convince Guc to stay. Guc 
simply ignored him as they hobbled along through the sand. They eventually reached a large 
rock jutting into the ocean. Guc promptly turned around and pulled out his laser pistol. "Go up 
that hill there, Roz, and stay there. May you and your hoverpail have a real healthy 
relationship." A Sea Transport appeared on the edge of the horizon. "Go up that hill, Roz, or 
I'll turn you into very unhealthy ashes." An inflatable raft dropped out of the transport. Two 
figures jumped into it. One was a animal creature with horns and no eyes. The other was a 


small blue-green skinned humanoid. "You’re joining the Re’Lu?" gasped Roz. Guc didn’t 
even blink his good eye. "Walk away Roz, just walk away." 


EPISODE THIRTEEN: ROZ REBELS 


He scrambled up the sand cliffs on the edge of the beach. When Roz was up high enough, he 
looked back after Guc and the Re’Lu ship. He saw that the rubber raft carrying Guc was 
already loaded into the Sea Transport. Roz sadly watched the Sea Transport churn up water as 
it turned itself towards the open sea. Guc was gone. And he had taken Synthetic Fertilizer 
technology with him! Roz stood in the deepening night, wondering what he could do now. 
Would he report Guc’s desertion to Captain Luum? Or just he pretend he didn’t know what 
Guc had done? 


Roz darkly wandered all over the unsettled parts of the island, lost in his own thoughts and 
feelings. The presence of the troopers and their Skirineen-purchased weapons bothered Roz 
immensely. The Maug-chief had actually contacted the Skirineen! The Skirineen! Images 
from the past bombarded his consciousness. His physically and mentally scarred father 
moaning in pain from his many wounds. His father getting disorientated and accusing Roz of 
being a Skirineen in disguise. Other Maug kids picking on him because his helmet was too 
small. Tears came to Roz’s real eye. Childhood was a hard time. More unpleasant images 
came to him virtually unrestrained. His rejection from the technology school churned through 
his thoughts, and he saw that horrible vidset message telling him he was denied admission 
forever. Roz walked faster, trying to rid himself of these horrible, horrible images. 


He reached a low hill and looked over the Sea Transport. "My new home," he thought to 
himself sarcastically. Sergeant Boog had condemned him to this vessel out of just pure, 
terrible spite! He was a mining specialist, that is what he did! Boog could’ve done another 
scan before they set up the mine there, before all those Maug died in Unwell Cliffs! Roz’s 
anger grew fierce. How could the Maug-chief have contacted the Skirineen! He saw many, 
many scenes vividly again. The Skirineen opening the crate. Guc cleaning up mud in the rain. 
His huge fall from the edge of the cliff, and the sound of his bones snapping as he hit the 
ground. The pain as his electronic arm was seared off by Uva Mosk fire. Then there was the 
horrible landing itself, swinging back and forth, unsecured, nearly smashed to death against 
the side of his cabin! Why was his life so, so hard! Had he not tried? Had he not done his 
most healthy best? And what positions in the great Maug hierarchy had he earned? None! He, 
in fact, had been demoted! Roz resolutely made a decision. He would not work anymore. 
Ever. He would just sit in front of his living quarters and let the colony collapse around him. 
The Uva Mosk could wipe out Maug Landing for all he cared. The Re’Lu could steal all their 
technologies! The Humans could have all of their resources! Roz just hoped that the Maug- 
chief would die in much pain and misery. 


Roz stumbled up to the Housing Unit he had worked on when they first landed, the only 
building that currently existed in the Gippo Snowcaps. Other Maug were lounging about, 
sitting by small fires and chanting, "The Maug-chief is ill! The Maug-chief is ill!" SAM 
Troopers were trying to get them to go back inside their quarters. "May your prosthetics get 
rusty!" one Maug screamed at a soldier. More and more colonists were coming out of the 
Housing units, gulping down their entire week’s ration and sitting by their fires. Roz joined 
one group to warm up his good hand. He also started chanting and this chanting filled his 
fragile lungs with joy. 


Some sort of garbled message came over the SAM Troopers portable vidsets. Instantly the 
Troopers abandoned their posts and ran towards a boulder on the side of a small hill. Two of 
the SAM Troopers kneeled and took careful aim at the boulder. But just before the missile 
shot off, a howling Lu’ ite ran out from behind the boulder, followed by a wispy Re’ite. The 
Re’ite tossed off some sort of mental apparatus that was mounted on his head and it clattered 
to the ground, giving out a low hum before it shut down. Instantly Roz’s anger dissipated 
inside his mind. For some strange reason his troubles now didn’t seem so severe. Roz also 
noticed that his companions had stopped chanting. One SAM Trooper quickly drew his laser 
pistol, so before the fleeing Lu’ ite could get out of range, the dog beast was quivering in its 
death throes. The Re’ite immediately screamed and grabbed at his head. He now ran around 
spasmodically, tripping over rocks and ultimately crawling around on his hands and knees. 
The SAM Troopers slowly followed him, taking their time to get a good shot at the Re’ite 
Scout. Dazed, Roz watched the Re’ ite approach him. A SAM Trooper shot at the fleeing 
Re’ite, and he screamed in pain as the blast hit him full in the back. The Re’ite weakly looked 
up at Roz. "I’m afraid I’m about to be turned into a most unlively corpse." Having said that, 
the Re’ite expired. Roz sat down next to the dead Re’ ite. Slowly, he felt his sanity returning 
as the Scout’s mind subversion wore off of his cerebral cortex. 


EPISODE FOURTEEN: AFTER THE RE’LU 


Captain Luum ordered the Transport crew to assemble the next morning. Guc was, of course, 
very missing. Roz timidly stepped forward and reported that Guc had defected to the Re’Lu, 
and that he also had taken Synthetic Fertilizer technology with him. There was much nervous 
coughing when Roz finished his report. Captain Luum sank back in his chair -- clearly a mild 
depression had momentarily overtaken his mood. He hoarsely spoke, "This is but one more 
manifestation of the Re’Lu attack on our territory! Most assuredly the Maug that spread the 
rumors about the Skirineen was also being misguided by their mind subversion!" Many Maug 
nodded in agreement. One recruit stepped forward. "Maug-captain Luum, Guc was the one 
who ungloriously told me!" Others grunted and coughed in agreement. Luum gravely spoke, 
"Then this terrible mystery is explained. Poor Maug-recruit Guc was mind controlled, forced 
into saying all those horrible things about our glorious Maug-chief!" Roz sneezed miserably. 
This wasn’t true, he had seen the Maug-chief making a deal with the Skirineen! But now the 
entire crew was coughing and clapping in agreement. Guc was being blamed for it all! If Roz 
spoke against the Maug-chief, he would be tossed overboard. "It is marvelously clear, Maug- 
recruits, who our enemy is," intoned Captain Luum, "The RE’LU!" 


Loud coughing and shouting erupted all over the Transport. Roz joined in to keep up 
appearances with the nearby crew. The cheering continued until Captain Luum finally quieted 
everyone. "Our great Maug-chief has already been making battle plans. As soon as more 
troops arrive, an attack will be launched against the terrible Re’Lu colony!" With this the 
cheers grew even louder. Spirits high, the crew dutifully went back to work -- including the 
bitter Roz. Unfortunately, the effects of the Re’Lu Scout’s mind control kept him dizzy for the 
rest of the day. While he was cleaning, he took healthy care not to stand too close to the edge 
of the boat. It wouldn’t have taken much for him to fall off, and Roz’s robotic arm worked 
better as an anchor than as a life preserver. 


More colonists from Maug Landing arrived in the Gippo Snowpeaks. Although the Maug- 

chief was focusing the economy on creating a strong military, the first building that went up 
was a Museum! This seemed unusual to Roz, but it sure was fun seeing its animated display 
of Maug history. Roz especially loved the pioneer stories about the early days on Arganis X, 


the horrors of being forced to relocate by the Cyth, and the terrible conditions that existed on 
that ion storm-infested world. Of course, the robotic display about the beginnings of the great 
Maug-Pain brought large tears to Roz’s good eye. He felt all his struggles were insignificant 
compared to the feats and pains of past Maug. He resolved that he should take less anxiety 
tablets. Upon leaving the Museum, he noticed that an Airport had been chalked out in the 
nearby ground. Unfortunately, electronic signs surrounding this building site indicated it was 
shut down. Metal supplies were way low, so work could not start on that building until more 
iron was available. 


To counter this metal shortage, two Surface Mines were soon rising up in the rocky parts of 
the territory. Sadly, Roz could only watch these building sites from a distance as he scrubbed 
clean the Transport’s compartments. Soldiers were scheduled to come aboard the ship, so Roz 
spent several lonely days mud vacuuming compartments two and three. The Surface Mines 
were almost finished when two Sea Transports docked on the island’s rocky shore. Both of 
these ships were loaded with three divisions of Laser Troops. One division of Laser Troops 
soon marched onto Roz’s Transport, so he had to quickly finish a last minute wash down. 
There was a wild healthy energy coming from these fresh green soldiers. They all were 
gearing themselves up for the impending invasion on the Re’Lu. 


The SAM Troopers next came on board. Although most of the island’s colonists had hated 
these troops at first, their execution of the Re’Lu Scout had made these soldiers great heroes. 
Their regiment was even given a nickname, "The Re'Lu Manglers!" Much bragging and 
foolery went on throughout the evening between the SAM and Laser Troopers. They all felt 
that the Re'Lu colony could be destroyed with one mighty attack. Wagers of all kinds were 
being coughed back and forth. One soldier even bet an entire week’s painkiller supply that he 
personally would destroy the Re’Lu City Center! The soldiers’ optimism invigorated Roz. He 
secretly decided that he would slip off the ship to find Guc after the soldiers took over the 
colony. Guc would surely be imprisoned in a building somewhere in Re’Lu Landing. The 
next morning all the Sea Transports were on the open sea -- heading straight for the Re’Lu 
colony. Roz felt both scared and thrilled at being on the front line of an upcoming war. 


EPISODE FIFTEEN: ON THE WOODED SHORE 


Seasick Roz now had no one to help him get to the latrine, so he ended up depositing his 
rations onto the waves. One afternoon a gang of soldiers saw him doing this and laughed 
uproariously. When Roz turned towards the soldiers (after cleaning off his face as best he 
could) they laughed even harder. "One of his horns is chipped!" snorted a trooper. They then 
ordered him to identify himself. Reluctantly he responded, as military protocol demanded that 
all Maug-recruits reveal their status to military personal. This revelation made them convulse 
with guffaws so hard that some of them went into spasms. "Roz!" they screamed, using his 
name to mimic the sound of his recent activity over the rail. The story spread maliciously 
among all the troops. As he sat in his cabin that night, he heard several partying SAM 
Troopers yucking it up over a warm keg of oooo00mi. They were all joking about one trooper 
who had apparently drank too much, and now was "Rozzing" in the latrine. He hated being on 
this ship even more. 


A misty wooded shore appeared on the horizon a few mornings later. Roz could dimly make 
out a scattering of blue buildings. Since there was no City Center, Roz assumed that this must 
be a satellite territory. A Hydroponic Farm was along the shore as well as a structure that 
made Roz’s heart rate increase. The Re’Lu had built a Mantle Drill! Beautifully efficient, the 


Mantle Drill could both penetrate deep within a planet’s crust and extract metal from molten 
rock. Since this drill was operating in a forested area, Roz guessed that they were mining 
endurium -- a somewhat rare ore found underneath forested areas. Roz mentally whined, "If I 
just could hold a piece of endurium in my hands right now...." 


While Roz watched, all three Sea Transports moved into shore and the five Laser Squads and 
the SAM Trooper unit quickly jumped into inflatable rafts. Meanwhile, Re’Lu colonists began 
running towards the shore, laser pistols drawn and firing. The fast motors on the Maug rafts 
carried the troops to the beach. Laser fire lanced everywhere. Lu’ ite beasts howled horribly as 
their Re’ite companions became burn marks in the shrubbery. The Laser Squads avoided the 
buildings, concentrating all their firepower on the Re’Lu militia. The two lead Laser Squads 
suffered some losses and were forced to retreat back to their Sea Transports. But the puny 
laser pistols that the Re’Lu colonists used were no match for the superior Maug firepower. 
The SAM Troopers were especially good at taking out Re’Lu forces. The explosions from the 
SAM missiles soon engulfed several Re’Lu militia; only a few wounded Re’ ites and Lu’ites 
remained. A Laser Squad moved up a road to take on a remaining pocket of resistance behind 
the Mantle Drill. These Re’Lu perished, and the Maug controlled the forest territory! 


Captain Luum shakily stood up in his chair. His face was creased with glee. When the last 
Re’Lu colonists ran off into the woods, he jubilantly spoke with all the troops over his vidset. 
"A most glorious battle! You have shown the health of all Maugkind! Rest and repair your 
wounds, Maug-recruits! Tomorrow we conquer Re’Lu Landing!" The Transport crew, 
including Roz, cheered. The Maug colony now had four territories! And tomorrow, they 
would add a fifth! 


EPISODE SIXTEEN: THE ASSAULT ON RE’LU LANDING 


The two Laser Squads that had the most wounded were left behind to guard the forest 
territory, Lue Glenhollow. This left four troop divisions to invade Re’Lu Landing. Once these 
ground forces cleared the forest, the attack on Re’Lu Landing would begin. Meanwhile, the 
three Transports chugged up the foreign coastline. Captain Luum had ordered most of the 
crew to run the small guns on the upper deck. Since the Re’Lu had at least one ship, the 
Maug-chief anticipated that the Transports would see some action as well. Roz was stationed 
next to a pile of ammunition. His job -- reload ammunition while his gunner shot at targets. 
Doubly nervous, Roz reluctantly allowed himself to down one anxiety tablet. This did not 
help much and all of this worrying even made his artificial knee twitch. Only the hope of 
finding Guc gave Roz the courage he needed to deal with his anxiety. 


The coastline broke open, showing the entrance to a bay. As the three Transports moved 
inside these waters, they were besieged with laser fire from another ship. Roz easily 
recognized the approaching Re’Lu Transport. It was the same Re’Lu ship that had picked up 
Guc on that horrible night. Captain Luum gave a signal to the other two Transports; they 
broke off their formation and spread to the edges of the shore. However, to Roz’s dismay, the 
Re’Lu’s incoming fire was aimed totally towards his ship. Most of the laser blasts slammed 
harmlessly into the water in front of the bow. However, some shots hit the ship, blackening 
the sides and dissipating huge sections of the metal hull. Roz’s gunner, a sickly Maug named 
Yaot, yelped a battle cry and began shooting. He soon exhausted the ammunition, so Roz 
quickly reloaded the gun. 


The Re’Lu Transport continued its onslaught. Even though the two other Maug-ships would 


soon be positioned to deliver broadside volleys, the Re’ Lu seemed bent on wiping out the flag 
ship. Yaot unleashed a steady stream at the Re’Lu, aiming right at the ship’s water line. Then, 
a Re’Lu gunner found his mark. Laser fire bombarded the deck all around Yaot and Roz. Roz 
jumped out of the way, his mechanical knee letting him span more of the deck. He turned to 
look at Yaot. Yaot was slumped over the gun, dead, a big hole burned through his chest. Roz 
coughed up some phlegm, spit, and made his fearful way towards the gun. Pulling Yaot’s 
corpse off the controls, Roz frantically tried to figure out how to work the gun. He gazed 
through the gun’s electronically enhanced sight. A Re’ite was aiming right at him; within a 
few seconds Roz would be fired upon! Then the two Maug Transports launched their 
broadside attack on the Re’Lu Transport. A big explosion tore open the center of the Re’Lu 
ship. It instantly broke into two pieces and began to sink. They had conquered the Re’Lu’s 
bay. 


Using the gun’s sight, Roz zoomed in on the battle at Re’Lu Landing. The edge of this 
settlement was well-fortified and the Maug ground troops were not having much success. 
Two Laser Defense fortifications were turning a Maug Laser Squad into ash. The SAM 
Troopers were having more luck taking out Re’Lu militia. The remaining two squads were 
facing a group of Re’Lu militia and an individual Roz had never seen before. He was a tall 
Re’Lu -- surrounded by a group of heavily armed troops. On top of this Re’Lu’s head was a 
huge device, similar to the one that the Scout had wore on Gippo Snowpeaks. Roz gripped the 
gun controls, anxious to provide some cover fire for the Laser Squads. As he pressed the 
trigger there was a horrible beeping sound. Looking down at the gun’s controls, Roz saw that 
he was out of range. His good eye returned to the gun sight. The apparatus that the thin Re’Lu 
wore began to glow! Members of one Maug Laser Squad immediately did something strange. 
They appeared to be dazed and stopped fighting. Roz heard words that sounded like "Peace to 
You" and suddenly the stupefied Maug troopers turned their guns on the other Maug Laser 
Squad! The combined firepower overwhelmed this Laser Squad and these Maug all perished. 


Roz had heard that the Re’Lu could control a whole regiment of troops -- but he had rarely 
believed it. Amazing and horrible! Roz watched through the sight as the Re’ Lu Command 
Corps, militia, and the Maug Laser Squad headed towards the SAM Troopers. They panicked 
when they saw their fellow soldiers, soldiers that they had celebrated with on the Maug ship, 
now aiming their guns at them! The SAM Troopers turned to retreat into the woods. Waves 
and waves of laser fire shot many of the fleeing troops right in their backs. Soon most of the 
Skirineen armed troopers were dead or dying. The battle was over. Roz looked back up at 
Captain Luum, sitting sternly on his hydraulic chair. He was receiving a message, probably 
from the Maug-chief. Once the message was over, he cleared a cough from his throat. He then 
spoke, "Our mighty Maug-chief has ordered that we remain here, repair our ship, and keep 
these waters out of Re’Lu control. The other two Transports will go back for reinforcements. 
Repair squads report to your stations!" With that, Captain Luum retracted his hydraulic chair 
and disappeared inside the ship’s interior. Repair crews hustled all over the ship and medic 
teams carted off the wounded and the dead. Nervously, Roz looked back at Re’Lu Landing, 
now strangely quiet. Poor Guc, a prisoner of those mind controllers! He angrily kicked the 
gun mount. He then got his hoverpail and began to clean up the deck. 


EPISODE SEVENTEEN: AN UNFORTUNATE SURPRISE 


Alarm bells jolted Roz out of unconsciousness. He stumbled out of bed and grabbed his laser 
pistol, forgetting his horn helmet. Throwing open the cabin door he ran outside, ready to take 
on the next Re'Lu attack. Looking over the water, he expected a ship to be launched against 


them. But the water was still! All around him the ship's crew were bustling, hobbling to their 
guns and other battle positions. Perplexed, Roz limped towards his gun's station. Yaot's 
replacement was Ces, a green recruit that had transferred over to this ship from one of the 
other Transports. "Why have they set off this horrible bell?" shouted Roz. Ces pointed up to 
the sky. At first Roz saw nothing, but then they appeared. Three Turbo Wing Fighters were 
heading towards their ship. But these airplanes were not Re'Lu units. They were Cyth! 


The fighters swooped down across the ship's bow and strafed the deck with their metal 
destroying disrupter blasts. Frantic Maug gunners shot wildly, missing the circling Cyth 
airplanes. The retreat signal beeped loudly. The ship's engines whined as they flipped into 
reverse. Meanwhile, the Cyth planes circled around for another attack. Roz felt the urge for 
another anxiety tablet, but there wasn't time to reach for one. Ces waited patiently until a 
plane flew into range. Then he let loose several bursts of firepower. The Cyth fighter burst 
into flames and crashed in the ocean! Much cheering and coughing erupted all over the ship, 
and Ces stood up and weakly waved. He then returned to his gun, preparing for the next attack 
by the remaining fighter planes. However, the planes did not follow them. They circled 
around the mouth of the bay, guarding it. The brief battle was over. 


"Roz. Look." Ces let Roz look through the gun's sight. Re'Lu Landing was being besieged by 
Cyth ground and air forces. Three Fusion Cannon -- huge tanks with the largest guns Roz had 
ever seen -- were unleashing ray upon ray of fusion energy against the Laser Defenses. So 
formidable during their battle with the Maug, the Laser Defenses became rubble under the 
combined assault of the Cyth cannon. Five groups of Cyth SAM Troopers were making their 
way through the streets of the settlement. The mind-controlled Maug troops tried to stop the 
Cyth from approaching the smooth blue-green Re'Lu City Center, but the mass of missiles 
that launched upon them instantly ended their existence. Roz felt terrible that he had been so 
angry at the soldiers when they teased him about his sea sickness. "They just needed some 
relief from all the stress. They were about to fight a horrible battle." Roz moaned to himself. 
Now these soldiers were all dead or wounded. Roz stepped away and let Ces watch the rest of 
the one-sided battle. 


The Sea Transport took even more damage from the Cyth attack, so it made horrible sounds 

as it sputtered out of the bay. Dusk fell, the night glow of the battle hiding the stars. Roz never 
moved from the ship's rail as he watched for what he dreaded. His thoughts were filled with 
worries about poor Guc, and he wondered if Guc had died today. Many other Maug who 
weren't on duty were also watching and Captain Luum sat in his chair above them all. Then, 
what they all were waiting for finally happened. A small colony ship emerged from the bright 
glow on the horizon. This space ship shot straight up in the air, becoming a smaller and 
smaller point of light in the sky. "The Re'Lu have left," Captain Luum announced flatly. No 
one cheered, as all were thinking about the Maug soldiers that perished fighting for Re'Lu 
Landing. 


Suddenly, an image began to solidify itself on their portable wrist vidsets. A Cyth's face filled 
the vidscreen. The being muttered to them in a quiet, ominous tone, "There is a black sun 
looming over your dying horizon." The image then blinked out. Roz looked back towards 
Re'Lu Landing. Several jet thrusters could be seen burning brightly in the night sky. Cyth 
Turbo Wing Fighters, maybe ten or more. And they were heading right for their position... 


EPISODE EIGHTEEN: THE CYTH ATTACK! 


Roz's jump missed the life raft by two meters. Water surrounded him as his robotic arm 
dragged him under. He opened his electronic eye and saw the growing carnage under the 
surface. Several members of the Transport's crew were diving feet first into the water. Those 
who had artificial legs had the most trouble; many of them kept on going straight down 
towards the bottom of the sea. Roz struggled to try and get back to the surface, but it soon 
appeared hopeless. Then a hand reached under and grabbed the chipped horn on his helmet. 
Other hands grabbed his arms and soon Roz was hoisted aboard a life raft. He and the other 
survivors then headed for the nearby shores of Gippo Snowpeaks. 


Another Cyth Turbo Fighter pelted the badly damaged Sea Transport. The stern was listing to 
one side already, but this final assault ripped an even larger hole in the stern section and the 
Transport's hull lurched over completely. It began its descent to the bottom of the ocean. The 
three Turbo Wing Fighters then flew up into the sky. Roz could see them circling above the 
clouds, and the Cyth were in total control of yet another ocean. 


Gippo Snowpeaks was in organized chaos. A nearly completed Laser Defense fortification 
stood on the shore that Roz landed upon. Workers bustled inside the two Surface Mines, and 
large shipments of ore were being brought over to the recently completed Airport. However, 
to Roz's dismay, no aircraft stood ready on the runway. Meanwhile, the drivers of a Laser 
Tank regiment were underneath their tanks, greasing the wheels and aligning the treads. Four 
groups of SAM Troopers nervously paced around the settlement in formation, preparing 
defensive positions. There was no escaping the feeling of extreme dread that hung over 
everyone. A low thunder was increasing in the skies all around the island. Small black dots, 
dots of perhaps ten to twenty-five Cyth Turbo Wing Fighters, could be seen flying over the 
tops of the mountains. Roz swallowed two anxiety tablets, and then helped the crew 
assembling the Laser Defense fortification. Work continued all night, and before dawn they 
had mounted the gun on top of its turret. When the fort fired a successful test shot, a great 
cheer arose among the crew. Roz and the other exhausted colonists tried to sleep. 
Unfortunately, the circling Cyth planes kept most of them awake through the rest of the early 
morning. 


Alarms were hardly needed when the Cyth launched their attack. Half awake, Roz went for 
his pistol. He joined a mass of fellow Maug who were aiming their laser pistols at the sky. All 
the SAM Troopers blasted round after round into the air. Three Turbo Fighters burst into 
flames, but at least five fighters gunned for the SAM Trooper positions and within seconds 
two of the divisions were decimated. Another whole division of planes were assaulting the 
Airport. Explosions broke out all over the sides of this building. But, out of the flames, rolling 
down the runway as fast as it could, Roz saw an amazing sight. A huge heavily armed 
airplane, a Starflare Bomber, was taking off from the runway! Instantly five fighters were 
strafing the sides of it. The Bomber quickly turned its many guns on the fighters -- and two of 
the Cyth planes became fireballs. 


Bodies of Maug colonists flew through the air as a Surface Mine blew up. Roz concentrated 
his fire on one fighter; but soon the plane was hopelessly out of range. The Laser Defense 
rattled off several rounds at an oncoming Cyth jet and a laser beam struck the cockpit dead 
on. Roz and several other Maug ducked as the fighter plane screeched to its death in the 
jagged rocks behind them. Unfortunately, just as that ship crashed, another Turbo Fighter 
pierced the armor shielding around the Laser Defense's gun. The gun exploded, cracking the 


concrete mount all the way to the ground. The remaining SAM Troopers tried to take out a 
couple more fighters, but rapidly they were silenced. Only the Laser Tank regiment, the 
Starflare Bomber, and a few scattered militia were left to defend the island. 


The Starflare Bomber was severely damaged. Still it managed to shoot down one more Cyth 
fighter before its fuselage burst into flames. With a mournful scream, the Bomber crashed into 
the side of the mountain, wreckage and explosions rolling down the craggy mountain face. 
Six Cyth jets remained. Two fighters aimed for Roz's militia. They raised their pistols, 
concentrating their fire on one of the oncoming jets while the other splashed them with 
disruptor fire. A bolt lanced the ground right in front of Roz and the exploding earth knocked 
him backwards. He fell back so hard that he lost his breath. Gasping for air he watched as the 
Cyth fighter they had been aiming at crashed into the pockmarked runway. Three jets were 
successfully assaulting the Airport building. Its metal sides split wide open as its stores of 
engine fuel bathed the Airport in hungry tongues of fire. The remaining five jets circled the 
Laser Tanks. These mobile cannons fought well, concentrating their fire on the two most 
damaged jet fighters. But soon, enveloped in smoke, the entire regiment became scrap metal. 
Roz finally caught his breath and hazily sat up. They had lost. Gippo Snowpeaks was in the 
talons of the Cyth. Roz fearfully watched as the five Cyth jets began to circle the island..... 


EPISODE NINETEEN: ROZ GETS PROMOTED 


"They can't land!" shouted a voice from the ruined Laser Defense tower. "There's no runway!" 
It was Ces, the gunner from the Transport. "Hide!" Ces screamed as he disappeared under a 
blasted slab of concrete. Dimly Roz understood what he meant -- the Airport was destroyed 
and the Cyth planes couldn't touch down safely without ground forces guiding them in. He 
quickly followed Ces's suggestion and crawled under another fragmented piece of concrete. 
Dizzy from the disruptor blast and tired from the battle, Roz's stamina was nearly spent. 
Despite the huge roar of the circling Cyth jets, he dosed in and out of sleep frequently 
throughout the terrible day. As the light dimmed and night covered the sky, the five Cyth 
planes continued their terrible reconnaissance pattern over Gippo Snowpeaks. Roz's hunger 
escalated, but he dared not leave his "safe" hiding place under the ruined concrete. Often the 
planes would swoop down, looking to permanently remove survivors. 


When the night was barely half over Roz could see a battle taking place on the horizon 
between two ships. One of the ships looked like a Transport and the other seemed to be a 
larger ship. He could only make out silhouettes -- so he didn't know who was fighting whom. 
The larger ship was receiving high damage. Eventually however, this larger ship sunk the 
Transport and headed towards the shores of Gippo Snowpeaks. Roz's blood pressure rose to 
unhealthy levels. If it was a Cyth ship, he would probably become a specimen in some psionic 
lab! The ship slowly approached. He now could make out that the ship was a Shockwave 
Carrier -- and to Roz's relief it bore Maug colors. They had destroyed the Cyth Transport, a 
Transport doubtless loaded with ground units! The remaining Cyth jets lined up into an arrow 
formation. They flew off across the waves, avoiding a battle with the Shockwave Carrier. 
Their retreat seemed very mysterious, as their combined firepower would have probably 
destroyed the ship. But Roz was not going to sneeze at good luck. The surviving Maug in the 
territory now limped up to the shore to greet the ship. Roz counted nine Maug (including 
himself) left alive out of the entire Gippo Snowpeaks territory! The survivors cheered when 
the Carrier's Shockwave weaponry greeted them with a low sonic boom. 


Within a few days, the two Sea Transports that had first carried troops to the Re'Lu colony 
also arrived. Many, many Maug emerged from these vessels and they immediately began 
laying new foundations in the rubble. Three divisions of SAM Troopers and two divisions of 
Fusion Cannon now also stood guard over the territory. Both of the Surface Mines had been 
totally destroyed in the Cyth attack, so Roz found himself working on these buildings’ 
replacements -- two Mantle Drills! He became a volunteer manager for the Maug-architects, 
Neor and Poan. Roz skillfully guided the pouring of the molten endurium in the bases of the 
huge drills. Neor and Poan were so amazed by Roz (they were told he was a Sanitation 
Engineer!) that they asked him why he wasn't one of the colony's main mine specialists. Roz 
tersely recounted the whole sordid demotion by Sergeant Boog. To his relief, the architects 
were equally horrified! They promised Roz that they would send a recommendation to the 
Maug-chief, requesting that he be reassigned permanently to a Mantle Drill. When they said 
this, Roz started to shake. Many tears came to his tired eyes. Neor and Poan graciously 
relieved him of his duties for rest of the day. 


Hopeful that his terrible job at sea would soon be over, Roz was extremely anxious when 
Maug-captain Yeej summoned him to his office. Yee} was Maug-captain Luum's replacement, 
as Luum had sadly perished when the Transporter sank. Roz quickly saluted when he saw 
Yeej. The captain gestured for him to sit down. "You've, ah, had a distinguished naval career, 
Maug-recruit Roz." Roz acknowledged this by politely suppressing a sneeze. The captain 
continued. "Your new orders have arrived! Much, ah, glorious congratulations are in order!" 
Roz's headache lifted and his heart beat with renewed vigor. Yeej grinned as he spoke, "You 
are now a Sanitation Engineer on this Shockwave Carrier!" 


Roz became so upset he started to shake with premature apoplexy. "No! No! Neor and Poan 
recommended that I work in a, a, mine!" Yeej, taken aback, listened to Roz's outburst. Then 
he kindly intoned, "Well, ah, they probably have, they probably have. What most likely, ah, 
has happened is that our glorious City Center administrators haven't examined that particular 
request yet. Our Carrier is scheduled to return to Nyws Quagmire after we deliver three 
Starflare Bombers to the Humans. They are fighting the ChCh-t these days and, of course, 
need more firepower!" Yeej laughed, but Roz wasn't amused. "When we, ah, dock at Nyws 
Quagmire, the architects' recommendations will have been examined in Maug Landing. I shall 
give you shore leave for you to resolve this horrible matter." Their interview over, an unhappy 
Roz was promptly shown his new closet, hoverpail, and suction mop. However, this post was 
indeed a promotion -- for there were many wonderful machines he was also in charge of -- 
one did a particularly marvelous job of cleansing the runway. Once the three Starflare 
Bombers were tied down onto the deck, the Carrier headed into the open sea. However, just as 
the ship left the island, bad news was broadcasted over the ship's vidsets. The Uva Mosk had 
completed two City Centers. Under the terms of the Compact of Gallius IV, if they built two 
more they would win the planet! Gloom descended over all the crew when they heard this. If 
the Maug-chief didn't stop them soon, the Uva Mosk would keep this glorious planet forever! 


EPISODE TWENTY: THE CHCH-T PILOT 


The Shockwave Carrier made its careful voyage through deep waters far away from the Cyth 
colony. There was still no official report as to why the Cyth had broken off its attack on 
Gippo Snowpeaks. A rumor spread around the crew that Cyth Scouts had poisoned the food 
supply in several key Tarth territories -- and now the Tarth were exacting terrible revenge. 


Scientists had detected much seismic activity coming from the Cyth colony. These readings 
were either from earthquakes or from rampaging Tarth infantry; there was not enough 
information to prove either possibility. Orbital Surveillance technology would have to be 
developed in order to get a more accurate view of this region. However, as the Carrier came 
close to the distant shore of the Cyth colony, much smoke and fire could be seen in the 
atmosphere. If this Tarth rumor was true, Roz didn't know which colony he wanted to win. 


Roz grudgingly admitted that life was much better aboard the Shockwave Carrier. This big 
ship was basically a fortress; it cut through waves with ease. He now rarely got seasick, but 
when he did, it was less severe. Often he could discretely deal with his sickness and then 
promptly return to his cleaning duties. Ces was also on board. At first Roz was excited about 
traveling with him, but unlike Guc, this young Maug kept to himself. Ces spent his free hours 
polishing and calibrating his gun. Occasionally he'd ask Roz to join him in this activity. Roz 
would frequently help in this task, but little conversation ever went between them. When Ces 
spoke, he discussed theories about endurium barrels, laser amplification, tricks for increasing 
gun range, and so on. These were subjects Roz in which had little interest. So he anxiously 
awaited for the great day when the ship docked and he could travel to Maug Landing. There 
he would visit the City Center and finally, finally get himself and his satchel back inside a 
mine! 


A week went by before they finally approached the pleasant shoreline of the ChCh-t plains 
territory, Cex Meadows. A small Human rendezvous plane flew over these waters, its hold 
full of Human pilots ready to take control of the Maug planes. In preparation for the flight, 
Roz and the rest of the sanitation staff had efficiently cleansed the entire runway. There was 
much glorious praise for the staff when they finished two and a half hours before the 
scheduled launch of the Starflare Bombers. All were told that a glorious accommodation 
would be inserted into their records. Roz watched with satisfaction as the three Starflare 
Bombers took off into the air, winging their way towards shore. The rendezvous plane met 
them in midair -- Human pilots took over the Starflare Bombers' controls while the Maug 
pilots bailed out. Inflatable rafts were dispatched, and soon the Maug pilots were back on 
board. The Humans turned their newly acquired Starflare Bombers towards the Cex 
Meadows. The planes disappeared from view and Maug-captain Yeej turned the Carrier 
towards Nyws Quagmire. 


Suddenly, a ChCh-t Turbo Wing Fighter emerged from Cex Meadows, disruptor beams 
blazing. The klaxons sounded all over the ship, and Ces was already at his gun by when Roz 
limped over to their station. The ChCh-t plane made the fatal mistake of flying over Ces. He 
shot three times. The fighter jet's fuselage burst into flames and the airplane crashed in the 
nearby turgid water. All the Maug thought the pilot died in the explosion, but then the bug 
creature was seen swinging back and forth under its slowly descending parachute. Yee] 
ordered that the pilot be captured -- and soon a claw snapping, stinger tail jabbing ChCh-t was 
their prisoner. Special handcuffs were placed over his claws. His stinger tail was also 
immobilized by a long constricting metal tube. "Fools!" screamed the ChCh-t as it was 
brought aboard. "You should aid our queen, not give planes to Humans!" Many of the sailors 
laughed at the sputtering ChCh-t. While it screamed it also kept struggling, so it ended up 
falling to its knees on the slippery deck. One of its claws scratched a good piece of flesh off a 
chortling guard; this Maug next painfully made his way to the infirmary. 


"The Humans will attack you! Soon! Soon!" Many of the crew shifted uneasily. Of course this 
possibility had been on every Maug's mind for a long time, but it had never been verbalized. 


"They've used your Maug-chief. They've been getting high tech weapons from you! Cheap! 
Soon they will invade! And destroy everything you've built!" Maug-captain Yeej ordered 
weakly, "Ah, send this ChCh-t, ah, below." But the ChCh-t broke free from the Maug guards. 
"FOOLS! They protect you only for your technology! YOUR TECHNOLOGY!" The ChCh-t 
was running in erratic circles on the deck. He even agitatedly jumped up and down in the air. 
They had to throw reinforced fiber nets over the agile bug before they could drag it down into 
the brig. Roz wondered how much truth the ChCh-t had spoken. Some crew members were 
whispering that maybe they shouldn't have given the Humans these Starflare Bombers. What 
if the terrible Humans decide to use these planes against them? 


EPISODE TWENTY-ONE: THE ADMINISTRATOR 


When the hovertruck finally broke through the last vestiges of the swamp, Roz was not 
prepared for how magnificent Maug Landing had become. Four Collective Tech Labs 
dominated the colonyscape; through their shaded windows Roz saw many scientists in silent 
concentration. The horns on their helmets had now been removed to hook-up the cortex 
scanners! Roz had only seen illustrations of these devices. One horn base housed the data 
input device, while on the other horn base was attached the data output device. Noticing Roz's 
awe, a traveling companion bubbled excitedly, "They've adapted many technologies to work 
on this planet. There's a marvelous technology being finished almost every month!" Roz 
easily believed his companion. Feelings of technological jealousy arose again in his mind, but 
he stopped these counterproductive thoughts. His shore leave from the Carrier only lasted 
three days -- during this time he had to become a mining specialist in a Mantle Drill. 


Soon Roz was standing in front of the City Center. The building highly intimidated him, so 
Roz tentatively placed an anxiety tablet into his mouth. Then, remembering his resolution, he 
spit it out in some nearby Taiga bushes. Roz internally admonished himself, "No more 
tablets!" and then hobbled inside the City Center. A large central waiting hall was 
functionally arranged with chairs and pain killer dispensers. Many square transparent doors 
were Set into the walls of this large room. There was a buildings office, a resources office, 
even a taxes office! Inside each room was an administrator sitting at a desk with a vidset. Roz 
next looked up at the ceiling of this mighty room. Behind a giant square plate of slightly 
curved glass sat the Maug-chief. He was holding a simple tracking ball controller. When the 
Maug-chief pressed a button on this tracking ball, an administrator in the department he 
contacted would speak into a vidset, apparently talking to the Maug-chief. While Roz 
watched, the Maug-chief started coughing uncontrollably. His attendants were very swift at 
increasing his dose of cough suppressant and soon the Maug-chief was using his track ball 
controller again. Roz saw the office he wanted -- the Colony Labor Statistics office. Roz 
opened the transparent door and it slid aside with a whoosh. A bleary-eyed Maug watched 
Roz shuffle towards him. "Yes?" the Maug whispered. "I..." Roz gulped, "I am here to be 
reassigned. To work in a Mantle Drill." 


"You want to be REASSIGNED?" This administrator's electronic eye fogged over. Roz 
hastily replied, "I am a mining specialist! But I've been assigned naval duty, even though my 
medical records clearly state that I should not be on a ship! Plus, Neor and Poan, architects 
who are stationed out of the building office next door, should've sent a recommendation for 
me." The administrator seemed amused by Roz's nervous forcefulness. "Roz is your name?" 
He gazed at his computer screen. "We don't reassign anyone to work where ever they want to. 


If we did that, nearly every Maug would work in a Tech Lab. Ah." Roz's file apparently 
loaded. "Yes, a most horrible report is here from Unwell Cliffs, for inaccurately reading an 
iron scan. Well, Maug-recruit Roz, I can't reassign you with a such reprimand like this. 
Terrible, terrible." Roz's good eye glowered and he leaned very, very close to the Maug- 
administrator. "Listen you unhealthy desk-mite, I saw the Maug-chief speak to the Skirineen 
on Gippo Snowpeaks. Perhaps I should ungloriously spread that rumor around once again?" 
The Maug-administrator wheezed in agitation. "So you were the one...." Roz vehemently 
nodded, thinking to himself how proud Guc would be of him at this moment. The 
administrator tapped a few keys on his electronic notepad. Then he momentarily stopped 
inputting. "Interesting. Roz, you have indeed been gloriously recommended. Most gloriously 
recommended." The administrator chuckled. "Please take this 'tronic card and go to the 
Specialist Training Center. But Roz, tell any Maug-recruit how you got transferred, and I'll 
make sure the only job you are qualified to do is horn polishing." 


When Roz saw the Training Center, he hobbled to it as fast as his cybernetic knee could move 
him. A stern guard, with only slightly noticeable palsy, stood in front of this door. "I am to 
enter here." Roz hastily gave the guard the ‘tronic card. The guard shrugged and opened the 
door, gesturing that Roz should follow. Roz found himself inside a cold metal hallway. The 
transparent door sealed tightly behind them both. They walked down to the end of the corridor 
to a triidium-reinforced portal. The guard opened this aperture and gestured for Roz to step 
through. He did, but strangely the guard did not follow. Instead, the guard slammed the portal 
shut. Stunned, Roz heard the tumblers lock -- and then suddenly the floor DROPPED 

AWAY! Roz was bumped and bruised down a long, dark chute. 


He landed hard on a concrete floor. Getting up quickly, Roz saw that he was in some sort of 
bunker. Three other Maug were huddled on the floor; they were swallowing huge doses of 
anxiety tablets. A deformed Maug sat on a hydraulic chair in front of the dank room, his back 
facing Roz, reading a readout on an electronic notepad. All kinds of life-sustaining devices 
were hooked up to this Maug. One of the his arms had a permanent computer hook-up grafted 
on where his arm used to be. Most of his body was covered in a cybernetic life suit -- any skin 
that was still exposed looked scarred and horrible. Roz spoke, "I'm here to be reassigned... to 
a Mantle Drill?" The deformed Maug turned around. Roz shuddered. He recognized this 
deformed Maug instantly -- it was Sergeant Boog! Boog grinned, "Welcome to Scout training, 
Maug-volunteers. Your names have already been chiseled into triidium memorials, for the 
highly likely event that you die. The Maug-chief greatly appreciates your mighty sacrifice!" 


EPISODE TWENTY-TWO: IN TRAINING 


"Sergeant Boog, there's been a horrible mistake!" 


"Was that you, Roz, that just spoke up so ungloriously? Well, recruit! YOU WILL REFER 
TO ME FROM NOW ON AS MAUG-ADMIRAL BOOG!" Boog tilted his chair to view the 
four quivering Maug beneath him. When Boog saw Roz, his bloodshot eyes suddenly rolled 
into the back into his head and all his life support systems went into crisis mode. Lights 
flashed and warnings beeped all over the medical consoles that partially surrounded him. 
Several tubes shot multi-colored solutions into Boog's quivering frame. After a few seconds, 
his eyes rolled forward again and Boog coughed embarrassingly. "Many pardons everyone. 
An unglorious war malady." He then moved his chair close to Roz. "As you can regrettably 
see, Maug-recruit Roz, the Uva Mosk were not as benevolent to me as they were to you." The 


three fingers on his remaining hand involuntarily twitched on top of his electronic notepad. 
"There has been no horrible mistake, Roz. I've been waiting for your ship to return, so you 
could be placed once again under my command." 


Boog's chair hummed as it moved towards the front of the bunker. "You four are my special 
volunteers. All of you are problem Maug who have frequently disrupted the efficient 
operation of our colony. Bik, you incited a small rebellion in Nyws Quagmire, protesting that 
taxes were too high. Next of course, there is the lazy Pol, a scientist who never researched 
anything except lint removing brushes. Ah, and there is Nir -- the factory supervisor that let 
his robots take apart another supervisor's robots. At this Nir coughed, "It was humor, humor!" 
A bolt of energy shot out of the rear of Boog's chair, and Nir was slammed into the triidium 
reinforced wall behind him. Maug-admiral Boog now grinned. "Last, of course, is my favorite 
Maug-imbecile, Roz, who caused us to colonize Unwell Cliffs." Much nervous coughing 
came from the other three when this was said. "You have all deservedly volunteered to 
become Scouts. The future is incredibly simple. If you die, you fail. If you live, you'll get the 
healthy privilege of being reassigned to whatever positions you desire. Even to Mantle 
Drills." Boog sneered after he said these words. 


A huge vidset rolled down from the ceiling. "I'm sure very few of you know the horrible 
situation our colony is in. If we don't act with healthy energy, Gallius IV may soon belong to 
the Humans." A video clip of Tarth Battle Troopers invading a Cyth territory appeared on the 
vidset's screen. Screaming loudly, these Tarth troops were battering into the side of a Cyth 
Fusion Plant. Meanwhile, a Cyth Command Corps floated behind them, issuing from his head 
a ray of green psionic energy. This ray missed most of the Tarth troops and they rammed the 
building once again. The Fusion Plant exploded. "Yes, Scouts. The Tarth have conquered the 
Cyth. Normally, this would be glorious news to us Maug. However, this development has 
made most of Gallius IV wide open for Human conquest." Another satellite video of a small 
Tarth settlement appeared. Human Battle Troopers marched into the territory and within 
seconds the Tarth settlement became overrun. "Our Maug-chief's treaty with the Humans is 
about to secretly end. The Humans, thanks to the advanced airplanes the Maug-chief has 
traded to them, are slowly beating the dwindling Tarth, who exhausted much military strength 
destroying the Cyth. Only the ChCh-t have kept the Humans out of their part of the continent. 
As soon as the Tarth are eliminated, the horrible Humans will turn their attentions to them -- 
and then, most likely, to us." 


"Fortunately, our glorious Maug-chief has started manufacturing Holocaust Cannons. He 
obviously will not be trading these weapons to the Humans." A video of these giant portable 
cannon appeared next. While Roz and the other reluctant Scouts watched, its thick beam of 
anti-matter energy vaporized an entire Energy Defense installation. "We should have four 
healthy regiments of Holocaust Cannon ready soon. A surprise attack on the marauding 
Humans will then be undertaken against their central territory, Human Landing. If we take 
over Human Landing, we can then run over their weakly defended territories in the former 
Cyth and Tarth colonies. Note Scouts, that Human Landing is primarily armed with Disruptor 
Cannons -- formidable weapons strong enough to destroy some of our Holocaust Cannon. 
Your mission, Scouts, is to sabotage at least one of these cannon regiments. Our Holocaust 
Cannon will then be able to wipe out any remaining resistance. I will be guiding you, Maug- 
volunteers, in the destructive art of mechanical sabotage." 


Scout boot camp involved morning calisthenics worse than Roz had ever dreamed. He had to 
hang himself upside down until his headache nearly caused his skull to explode. He also was 


required to do side bends, an exercise which required one to balance on one arm and leg while 
the other two limbs straightened out to the taunt limits of their ligaments. Roz even had to try 
standing unassisted on his horn helmet! Afternoons were equally tough. In drill after drill, 
they set off fake explosives under mock-ups of Disruptor Cannon. Nighttime was terribly 
short too, as they were only allowed four hours of sleep! Worst of all, however, was the image 
Roz frequently revisited in his overheated brain. The Re'Lu Scout was always looking up at 
him, pleading, while slowly a SAM Trooper strafed his back with laser pistol fire. "That could 
be me," Roz fearfully thought to himself. "That could be me, horribly, horribly soon!" 


EPISODE TWENTY-THREE: MISSION AT HUMAN LANDING 


The Humans were the space-faring race that Roz most feared. He had only met a few of these 
beings, but each encounter left always him somewhat squeamish. What bothered him the most 
was their appearance -- hair grew on their bodies in such limited amounts and revealed their 
repulsive, naked skin. The only place that hair was relatively plentiful was on their heads. 
Males of this species were particularly odd, as they could grow hair on their chins also. But, 
as some of the Human males grew older, much of their head hair molted completely off! So 
when he crept across the Human colony's borders with the other three Scouts, Roz did this 
with a heightened sense of dread. 


The Humans had not yet mowed the prairie grass that grew on the edge of this plains territory, 
so they crept through the tall, green blades that thrived alongside the outlying buildings. Once 
they emerged from this meadow, they sidled up beside a Robotic Factory. They used the 
broken robot parts scattered around this building to high advantage, scrambling quietly 
through this junk heap. Their progress continued to go well until came across a huge obstacle 
-- a Hoverway! The four Maug gulped in fear. While they crossed this Hoverway, they would 
be totally exposed! Quickly they tried to scurry over it. But what they most feared 
immediately happened -- a hovertruck approached! Air malignantly shot up from tiny holes in 
the road. Nir couldn't dodge around these vents in time, so he was soon floating helplessly on 
top of the compressed air. The Human hovertruck slammed on its aerobrakes with a reverse 
whine. "Run!" screamed Nir. Roz and the two other Scouts dove over the Hoverway's rail. Pol 
and Bik ran into the spherical shadow of an Anti-Matter Plant. Roz ran inside the open 
greenhouse of a Hydroponic Farm. Stopping inside a mass of suspended crop plants, Roz 
peeked through the leaves to watch the horrible proceedings. Nir was being marched down the 
Hoverway, a group of vengeful Human Battle Troopers goading him along with their 
disruptor rifles. Many more Human monstrosities gathered along the guard rail of the 
Hoverway -- their beady eyes gleaming with excitement. "Any final words?" they sneered at 
him. Nir blinked his good eye, aghast at his predicament. "It was humor, humor!" He 
screamed. A Battle Trooper primed his rifle and disruptor fire reduced Nir to his component 
atoms. "Branch out troops. We saw three more of them!" 


"There's something in that greenhouse! Horns!" Battle Troopers headed towards Roz. Anxiety 
gripped him, but valiantly he overcame this attack. Crawling under the suspended plants, he 
jostled through the many round vials of liquid fertilizer mounted beneath the vegetation. 
Many Battle Troopers entered the greenhouse. Roz needed to think of something to throw 
them off of his path! Desperate, he crawled on, hoping he could sneak out the other end of the 
greenhouse. His robotic hand suddenly slammed into a piece of wood next to him. Looking 
up, Roz saw that he had run into a pile of lumber that been stacked in the middle of the 
vegetation. Instantly he got an idea. Taking off his horn helmet, he cautiously placed it on top 
of the lumber pile. He then wriggled under the plants again as fast his cybernetic replacements 


would take him. "There he is!" The acid hum of a disruptor rifle erupted behind him. 
"Another Maug dead!" Looking back, Roz saw the entire lumber pile was disintegrated and 
that fire began to lick hungrily at the surrounding vegetation. "This must be the field 
experience that Maug-admiral Boog said we would gain," Roz mused as he fled out the rear 
of the greenhouse. 


Two Energy Defense installations stood guard over several advanced housing units, buildings 
jokingly referred to as the "Luxury Homes" of Gallius IV. It was into the shadow of these 
homes that Roz finally stopped to catch his breath. Inside the Hydroponic Farm behind him, 
Roz could see that the Battle Troopers were putting out the small fire they had started. He saw 
one of them pick up the chipped horn from his destroyed helmet. The soldier laughed and 
pointed at it. Roz sighed, and turned his attention back to his mission. The Disruptor Cannon, 
two regiments total, were stationed in an open section of Human Landing on the other side of 
the Luxury Homes. Their sleek and deadly guns were aimed, not surprisingly, at the Maug 
colony. Stealing cautiously into the field, Roz crawled under a Disruptor Cannon. He quickly 
opened his satchel and pulled out a massive explosive device. Its magnetic surface would 
attach itself smartly to the metal underside of a Disruptor Cannon. 


He was about ready to set the timer, when he saw the feet of two Human soldiers making the 
rounds. "You do anything last night?" mumbled a Battle Trooper as he absently tapped the 
stock of his disruptor rifle on the ground. "Yeah. I was up all night playing this multi-player 
computer game with some tech-heads from the Anti-Matter Plant." "Oh?" "Yeah, it's pretty 
good, except you can't save multi-player games. We checked the company's satellite 
interceptor too, see if they had a way to save games. Two solar months they say, until they 
have a fix for that problem. Two solar months! You'd think after almost five hundred years of 
computer programming, they'd--" The Human feet stopped moving right in front of Roz. 
"Another Maug! See 'em?" "Yeah," his companion whispered. "Under that tank." Roz heard 
the disruptor rifles turn on with a terrible hum. The Human Battle Troopers then slowly 
kneeled down in front of the Disruptor Cannon Roz was hiding undert.... 


EPISODE TWENTY-FOUR: CAUGHT! 


Disruptor fire churned forth from the Human rifles. The whole underside of the Disruptor 
Cannon became brilliantly lit. To Roz's relief and sorrow, he watched the disruptor beams hit 
a Maug Scout down the row away from him. The disruptor beams finished their deadly work 
and the Maug was no more. "There's another one!" screamed one of the soldiers. Roz watched 
Bik struggle to escape from beneath a Disruptor Cannon. It was not long until he too was 
vaporized. "There must be one more of them around here! Captain said there was three of 
‘em." The two soldiers started to look under the Disruptor tanks -- he could see the color of 
their little eyes. The waves of anxiety which washed over Roz made his natural hand start to 
reach for his stress tablets. His self-control took over, however, and Roz resisted the urge. He 
dared not move. Only his stillness in the shadows could protect him. The shadows were dark 
enough so that the soldiers didn't see him, and they began to move carefully down the row. 
Roz watched as they shuffled by his location. "Hey, I've got a flashlight!" A beam of light 
came on in this Human's hand. It washed under the Disruptor Cannon regiment, just down the 
aisle from where Roz was hiding. 


Roz had to act quickly to set the bomb before they came back up the aisle towards him. He 
flipped open the timer and pressed the countdown switch. How many seconds should he set 
the timer? Five? Ten? The soldiers had reached the end of the aisle and now were turning 


back towards him. Would five seconds be long enough for him to get away? They would soon 
discover him. Ten seconds seemed too long! He set it for five. Roz next shakily turned on the 
detonator's magnet. It attached itself to the underbelly of the Cannon with a loud clang. "What 
was that?" Instantly the flashlight beam shined right on Roz. "Another one!" Roz rolled out of 
the way as the Humans fired and disintegrated the cannon's right hover tread. Part of the tank 
came down on his foot and Roz frantically tried to dislodge himself. The soldiers were 
running now, closing in to get a better shot. Roz wrenched his foot loose and staggered away 
from the Disruptor Cannon regiment, wide out in the open. The Humans stopped their pursuit 
and took careful aim at Roz's exposed back. Their fingers tightened on the triggers. Suddenly, 
the bomb under the Disruptor Cannon exploded into a huge fireball! Debris filled the air and a 
piece of shrapnel embedded itself into Roz's back. The explosion was so strong that two 
neighboring tanks also exploded -- causing a chain reaction. Disruptor Cannon after Disruptor 
Cannon exploded -- instantly atomizing the Human soldiers. 


Roz painfully pulled the piece of tank out of his back and made a beeline for the tall grass 
surrounding the settlement. Shards of Disruptor Cannon, both light and heavy, fell through the 
sky and landed all over Human Landing. Roz weakly laughed. He'd done it! With a defiant 
grunt, Roz took off his portable anxiety tablet pack and tossed it onto the ground -- scattering 
the pills everywhere. "I will never use them again, they almost killed me!" Roz thought to 
himself. He then moved deeper into the grass. The infection from the shrapnel was already 
attacking his immune system, causing him to experience a slight fever. Blood trickled down 
his back. He was wondering what his orders were next -- when his vidset beeped on. Roz 
tuned the wrist-sized screen on to the restricted "receive only" scout frequency, and Maug- 
admiral Boog appeared. "Healthy work, Maug-Scout Roz. You've been decommissioned from 
duty. Return to Maug Landing." Boog's image then disappeared. 


At the edge of Nyws Quagmire, three regiments of Maug Holocaust Cannon rolled onto the 
plains. Alarms were now going off all over the Human settlement -- Four divisions of Human 
Battle Troopers and the remaining Disruptor Cannon regiment were quickly moving out to 
confront the oncoming Maug forces. As Roz watched, the Human troops did something very 
terrifying. They each injected themselves with some sort of large hypodermic needle! To 
Roz's horror, they all began to scream "Die!" as they ran across the waving grass. The Maug 
Holocaust Cannons fired at the oncoming ultra-frenzied troops -- anti-matter pods rapidly 
connecting with many Humans. When a pod hit a soldier, the soldier exploded into 
nothingness. However, the ferocity of the Human troops was proving difficult to stop. 
Disruptor blast after disruptor blast came from their weapons -- disabling several Holocaust 
Cannon. The battle went back and forth, resulting in the loss of three Human Battle Trooper 
divisions and one Maug Holocaust Cannon regiment. 


Two Holocaust Cannon regiments took on the remaining Human forces. This smaller battle 
was brief, resulting in the demise of the last Human troops and the Disruptor Cannon division. 
However, the Human Disruptor Cannon managed to damage several Maug tanks, and so one 
Maug regiment was badly damaged before it was finally able to advance onto Human 
Landing. The militia was now fully mobilized against the oncoming Maug cannon, and 
Energy Defense guns were also scoring some severe hits against the oncoming tanks. Only 
with well-aimed shots were the Holocaust Cannon completely able to eliminate the minor 
threat of the Energy Defense fortifications. By now though, the Holocaust regiments had 
suffered huge losses from the relentless onslaught of the Human forces. Militia surrounded 
the remaining tanks. Wave after wave of Humans were vaporized, but still they fought on. 
Finally, enough of the Maug cannon were overcome and they were permanently silenced. The 


Humans, despite heavy losses, had held off the Maug attack! Roz moaned in frustration and 
took more cover in the grass. 


It was not long before Battle Troopers arrived from other Human territories. Any passage 
back across the Nyws Quagmire border was impossible. Disgusted and saddened that his 
espionage work was in vain, Roz limped off in the opposite direction. He entered a dense 
moss-covered wood that framed the northern border of Human Landing. Night fell and his 
fever rose, as Roz penetrated far into the darkening trees. He heard all kinds of alien animals, 
large and small, chirping and roaring among the foliage. Roz used the best of his scout 
techniques to use the trees for cover. But where was he going? At some point he would need 
to turn south again to return to Maug Landing -- but what if he ran into more Humans! 
Finally, unable to walk any longer, he sat down on a rock. Unexpectedly, the rock grunted and 
a large hand reached out to grab for him. Roz scurried away. However, he was not able to run 
very far. Disruptor fire blasted apart a tree in front of him. "Stop, alien!" Roz stopped. "Turn 
around." Roz did as he was instructed -- and faced an extremely large and sleepy Tarth 
soldier. 


EPISODE TWENTY-FIVE: THE BATTERED TARTH 


Thrown high into the air, Roz landed in the forest clearing with a lung-collapsing thunk. His 
satchel fell on the forest floor some distance from him. Surrounding him on all sides were 
many Tarth warriors. They had seen battle recently, as many of them had large wounds on 
their massive brown frames. These Tarth had also decorated themselves with grisly trophies 
from this recent battle. Some had Cyth fluid tubes tied around their massive waists. Other 
Tarth were wearing Cyth mouth masks as headpieces, tying the tubes around their chins to 
keep them on. In the darkness, Roz could make out two regiments of battle worn Disruptor 
Cannon. Mounted on top of each tank was a Cyth corpse tied in a grotesquely funny pose. 
One corpse had its arms flung back wide -- to make it look like it was screaming. 


"You Maug? You got no horns." Addressing him was the largest, most scar-ridden Tarth 
warrior Roz had ever seen. A laser blast had once crossed his scalp, because scar tissue 
covered half of his skull. "Y-y-yes," Roz wheezed, still trying to catch his breath after being 
thrown so hard on the ground. The disfigured Tarth addressed his troops. "What should us do 
with him? He not fun to kill without horns. No trophy for Disruptor Cannon." All the Tarth 
soldiers grunted and nodded. Roz caught his breath finally. "I, I thought the Humans had 
driven off all of you Tarth?" This caused much growling and screaming. Several Tarth began 
digging holes in the forest floor with their disruptor rifles. "Humans! Traitors!" bellowed the 
disfigured Tarth. "They give us trade deal to attack Cyth, but while us in Cyth colony they 
destroy all of our settlements!" The Tarth Battle Troopers raised their fist towards the moons, 
screaming at the sky in defiance. The disfigured Tarth grabbed Roz by his cybersuit and 
raised him to eye level. Roz could smell the bitter fumes of Azarga berries on his breath. 
"Now all that's left of Tarth colony is this army and, and, our Ubergeneral!" The giant Tarth 
dragged Roz through the soldiers, and thrust his face towards a horribly wounded Tarth laying 
on a mat of leaves. Burns covered most of his body and he had a horrible sucking chest 
wound. This Tarth could only take in little gasps of breath. Next to him was a still functioning 
field computer, although one could see it had taken much battle damage. 


"You Maug aliens did this!" Terrified, Roz shook his head vehemently. The Tarth roared, 
"Humans have Starflare Bombers, made by your colony!" Sounds of "Kill the alien!" "Make 
Maug corpse trophy!" were being grumbled in the Tarth crowd. The disfigured Tarth peeled 
back his muscular lips to reveal thick, berry-stained teeth. "You will die slowly, Maug." Roz 
was thrown on top of a Disruptor Cannon. He scrambled behind a Cyth corpse mounted in a 
pleading pose. Roz sputtered, "We've attacked the Humans, too! Just now, we did a very 
healthy attack!" With this all the Tarth stared at him in rapt attention. "I'm, well, I, ah, I was, I 
was a Scout. Look in that satchel, you'll see my equipment!" Roz's satchel was quickly ripped 
apart and several bombs tumbled out. Upon seeing these bombs the Tarth scattered, running 
behind trees, inside Disruptor Cannon, even behind each other. Only the disfigured Tarth 
stayed next to Roz. He was impressed. "You could make big bang." The disfigured Tarth next 
grunted, "So you Maug attack Human traitors?" Roz nodded, "But we were ungloriously 
defeated at Human Landing." The disfigured Tarth stepped back and gasped. "HUMAN 
LANDING! The Maug attacked Human Landing? Brave Maug, very brave." The Tarth began 
to come out of their hiding places, pointing at Roz and muttered among themselves. The 
wounded Ubergeneral even shakily stood up. He gestured towards the disfigured Tarth. This 
Tarth lumbered back to the wounded Ubergeneral and leaned in close to his face. They 
whispered back and forth. The disfigured Tarth then helped the Ubergeneral punch buttons on 
his field computer. Roz couldn't tell, but it seemed like an image of a Maug appeared on their 
vidset. 


While they whispered, Tarth soldiers would come up and look at Roz closely. "Human 
Landing?" They would ask, still not quite able to believe this. "Go to the edge of the woods 
and see, we nearly destroyed their settlement!" Roz's sick body was shaking from all of this 
exertion and the fever was making his face feel hot. Cybersuit nerve detectors sensed the pain, 
and injected him with an extra strong dose of pain killer. The fever temporarily waned. Roz 
watched the scarred Tarth gently lower the Ubergeneral down onto the grass. "The 
Ubergeneral's decided next move! Us fight tomorrow. US WILL HELP MAUG DESTROY 
SKINNY HUMAN SCUM!" At this all the Tarth stood up and roared, shaking their fists once 
again at Gallius IV's twin moons. The disfigured Tarth moved his bulk over to where Roz was 
standing. "Your Maug-chief promised to give us Colonizer and building supplies for this. But, 
Ubergeneral keep you as hostage, to make sure Maug-chief hold up this bargain." The Tarth 
grabbed Roz by his cybersuit and threw him into a cage hooked up behind a Disruptor 
Cannon. Inside the cage were several dead Cyth, so the bottom of the cage was wet with 
brackish Kli fluid that drained from their exposed mouths. Roz ripped loose a piece of robe 
from a Cyth corpse and dried off a spot for himself on the cage floor. He felt his fever 
growing again, but he bypassed the automatic pain killer injection. There was but enough left 
for three more injections, so he would need to ration out the remaining doses. Only strong 
antibiotics could help him recover from the shrapnel wound; this growing fever would soon 
kill him. Roz tried his best to sleep, but Tarth chanting and roaring kept him up all through the 
night. 


EPISODE TWENTY-SIX: THE MIGHTY HUMANS 


The Disruptor Cannon jolted forward, propelling Roz into a pile of Cyth corpses. Roz leaped 
away from their moldering bodies -- the squishing sound they made upon his impact was 
enough to nearly nauseate him. Battered, but resolute, the Tarth army was on the move. Roz 
feverishly saw that there were two regiments of Disruptor Cannon and three units of Battle 


Troopers. The huge tanks could knock over most small trees, so they plowed out a path on 
ahead of the bulky troops. Unlike Human Disruptor Cannon that flew on a hovering air 
stream, the crude Tarth machines were propelled forward by mundane steel treads. Of course, 
the combination of the tread travel and the trail blazing made it a rough ride for Roz. 
Occasionally, the cage had to roll over the fresh tree stumps that the cannon made, and he 
would be thrown against the sides of the cage! To get himself focused on something besides 
his misery, Roz watched the fascinating Tarth Battle Troopers. These soldiers wielded the 
largest disruptor rifles he had ever, ever seen. The stock of a Tarth disruptor rifle 
approximated the size of a Human rifle. However, if their weapons were fearsome, the Tarth 
themselves were even more formidable. The wounds on their massive bodies only made them 
look stronger. Their eyes were also fierce and alert; these great soldiers were ready for the 
approaching battle. It was easy to see why the Tarth were the most feared warriors in the 
galaxy. 


The trees soon became less dense and Roz saw, for the second time, the very impressive 
Human Landing. The seemingly unsinkable Humans had clearly devoted much effort into 
defending this territory. The two Energy Defense fortifications the Maug had destroyed were 
already rebuilt -- along with three smaller Laser Defense fortifications. Meanwhile two fresh 
Disruptor Cannon regiments were also stationed in exactly the same field Roz had sabotaged 
tanks in not long before, and four divisions of Battle Troopers were also positioned among the 
colony's many buildings! And worst of all, circling high in the air above, Roz recognized 
three Maug-built Starflare Bombers. The Humans had responded with efficiency to the 
inevitable attack, pulling in reserve units from other parts of their huge colony. They were 
now completely prepared for an assault on this front. 


As the Tarth soldiers entered the battlefield they started to roar tremendously; each Battle 
Trooper division then ran towards the nearest defense fortification. Some of these troops took 
careful aim at the base of the laser towers, while others blasted off huge hunks out of their 
sides. Two of the small Laser Defenses were quite handily reduced to rubble. Meanwhile, the 
supercharged Disruptor Cannons blazed an arch of fire across the grass, turning many Human 
troops into ash. However, the Humans responded by immediately injecting themselves with 
their special adrenaline serum. Screaming loudly, the berserk Humans nearly matched the 
tremendous bellowing issuing forth from the juggernauting Tarth soldiers! The battlefield was 
a din of screaming soldiers and sizzling disruptor fire. Even though the Tarth seemed to have 
a decided edge, the sheer power of the Humans made the ground battle an even match. 


Then the inevitable happened -- the Starflare Bombers flew into range. They unleashed their 
terrible bright disruptor beams upon the Tarth Cannon. Their first pass was incredibly 
destructive, blowing apart tank after tank. The bombers then flew overhead and circled around 
for another deadly attack. Meanwhile, the last Laser Defense was reduced to rubble by the 
screaming Tarth troops. Their screams of victory were short lived, however, as divisions of 
Human Battle Troopers closed in behind juggernauting Tarth infantry, washing them in 
disruptor fire. Soon these Tarth soldiers were gone. Then a Human Energy Defense collapsed! 
The ensuing explosion flung many Tarth into the air. They landed on top of the burnt grass -- 
dead or unconscious. Meanwhile, the rest of the regiment continued their assault on the 
remaining Energy Defense battery. Next the Tarth Disruptor Cannon lanced out at an 
attacking regiment of Human Battle Troopers and several groups of Human militia. Soon 
these Humans were visiting their ancestors. 


Roz watched helplessly as the Starflare Bombers closed on the Tarth Disruptor Cannon once 
again. The planes carved a huge swath through the Tarth machines. Roz grabbed a cage bar, 
bracing for the worst, as a Starflare Bomber aimed its gunfire on the tank pulling his cage. A 
white hot beam cut through the side of the tank, shearing off the left tank tread. The damaged 
cannon now only had one working side, causing the tank to spin around erratically. This stress 
on the cage's yoke was too much; it snapped off the hitch with a steel breaking crack and the 
cage started to roll. Roz tumbled and tumbled, occasionally spared from being slammed 
against the cage's steel bars by the soft bodies of his dead companions. Unfortunately, there 
were not enough corpses in the cage, and Roz often connected with the steel sides. At one 
point he held out his robotic arm to lessen an impending smack against a bar. The strain was 
too great on his arm and it sparked out, dead and useless. The cage finally slammed into 
nearby ruined Disruptor Cannon. The sides of the cage split apart, spreading the cage's 
contents, including Roz, out all over the scorched prairie. 


He landed among Cyth, Tarth, and Human bodies -- battered and terribly bruised. Dimly, Roz 
tried to move, but his growing fever quickly burned consciousness from him and the 
escalating battle drifted away.... 


EPISODE TWENTY-SEVEN: AMONG THE DEAD 


A low pitched sound coaxed Roz to wakefulness. His electronic eye flipped open to see what 
his ears were hearing. There were Human shouts and Holocaust Cannon fire. Did the Humans 
have Holocaust Cannon technology now too? Roz then saw the source of the rumbling sound. 
Two Maug Supernova Spyjets were unleashing deadly anti-matter bursts upon the Human 
colony. The Maug were on the offense again! A mass of heavily armored Maug troops were 
marching through the settlement, blasting apart huge chunks out of the Human buildings. 
These soldiers were wearing special armor that Roz had never seen before. "Those must be 
Assault Troopers," he feebly surmised. Weakly Roz raised his good arm and waved, but the 
Assault Troopers were too busy tearing into the remaining Energy Defense installation to 
notice a tiny, helpless Maug laying on the ground. He would have to stand up to get their 
attention. As he tried to get to his wobbly feet, another burst of fever swept through his 
overheated head. "The Maug-Pain is conquering me," Roz sadly thought. If he were not given 
the proper antibiotics soon, he would die, succumbing to the infection caused by the shrapnel 
wound in his back. Roz tried to reach for the manual injection of his pain killer to give 
himself a boost. Unfortunately, the fever made him too dizzy and the world faded from him 
once more. 


Roz awoke some time later coughing from smoke and fumes. He quickly depressed his 
manual pain killer button. A wave of relief surged through his body. The pain was dulled 
temporarily and he could somewhat function. Roz had to get moving and find some help. He 
forced himself upright and drearily looked over his surroundings... All around him were dead 
Cyth, Tarth, Humans, and Maug soldiers -- plus the smoking remains of Tarth Disruptor 
Cannon. Almost all the Human buildings were burning, filling the air with so much acid 
smoke that Roz couldn't tell whether it was day or night. Despite his stiffness and fever, Roz 
began to stagger through the debris and bodies. His path was difficult. Either the blood and 
viscera made the ground slippery, or the blasted concrete and metal chunks made him trip and 
fall. His way only became a little better when he pulled himself on top of the ruined 
Hoverway -- the same Hoverway that had blocked he and the other Scouts not so long before. 


Roz made his careful way through all the toppled hovertrucks. Some of the air vents were still 
operating, shooting forth blasts of air that toppled him over. More and more air vents began to 
block his progress; so it was with a sigh of resigned frustration Roz decided to lean over the 
guard rail and get himself off the Hoverway. In front of him was the smoking hulk of the 
Human City Center, its gray brick walls split all the way down to its shattered foundation. In 
front of the center was a twisted piece of pipe -- apparently plumbing from the City Center. 
Grabbing the metal tube, he started using it for a cane. 


Suddenly Guc was standing in front of him. "Roz, you let me go with the Re'Lu. You should 
have stopped me!" Roz screamed back, "You're dead!" and Guc's image disintegrated into the 
haze from his fevered brain. He quickly decided that he needed another dose of pain killer to 
keep his head clear. Once the dose was administered, Roz saw on the indicator that there was 
only enough medication left for one more injection. Roz sighed and headed for a lightly 
forested area -- a small grove standing in the middle of this plain. Just as he entered the wood, 
a beeping sound came from his vidset. He pressed the switch and turned on the restricted 
"receive only" Scout issue vidset. A weak connection immediately shorted out the video feed, 
so he only heard the static-filled voice of the Maug-chief. "The Uva Mosk have ungloriously 
built five City Centers. Stand by for evacuation instructions." Roz screamed and nearly flung 
the vidset into a small bush. The Uva Mosk! They had won! They were taking over Gallius 
IV! Roz dimly remembered that when he was stationed on the Shockwave Dreadnought, the 
Uva Mosk had completed three City Centers. Now they had built the last two Centers and had 
conquered the planet! All of the Maug effort, all of his suffering, had just been made 
insignificant by the Uva Mosk! As Guc had before, an Uva Mosk colonist suddenly stood in 
front of him, laser pistol drawn. "Defiler!" Roz walked through the fever image and it 
dissipated. 


The intensity of his fever grew too much for him again, and Roz injected himself with his last 
dose of medication. Unless he found help, he would soon die. Now that the Uva Mosk had 
won, the Maug colony would be evacuated quickly. He would be left behind, just one more 
corpse to decorate the bloody landscape of Gallius IV. His only hope was to find someone 
alive, anyone, that could help. Or, Roz anguishly mused, someone to kill him mercifully. 
There had to be someone left alive in this territory. Maug. Tarth. Human. Somebody! Or had 
the Maug army simply conquered Human Landing and moved on -- leaving the ruins for a 
reclamation crew later. 


The last of the pain killer wore off and Roz became more and more feeble. Soon he would 
walk a few feet, stumble, and then fall over. Slowly he would force himself to stand and 
continue on through the woods. He realized that he was making very little progress. All the 
while he thought to himself, "The Uva Mosk have won! They have ungloriously won!" While 
he was caught up in these horrible feelings he tripped over an exposed root and fell down hard 
-- causing his walking pipe to fly out of his hand. He moaned as it rolled away through the 
underbrush. Then, he heard it bang against something metallic! Looking up, Roz saw the most 
glorious sight he had ever seen on Gallius IV. Was it real? Was he dead? There, gleaming in 
the moonlight, stood the ultimate mining machine, a Sub-Space Magnet! Its smooth gray 
pyramid shape stretched high above him into the swirling smoke. Mounted on top of the open 
pyramid was the sub-space receptor itself, a special magnet that could draw iron and 
endurium from sub-space and solidify the particles inside the base below. Summoning up his 
last bursts of energy, Roz pulled aside the nearby brush and crawled forward to touch the Sub- 
Space Magnet's side. He placed his hot face against the cool metal. "It is real," he mumbled. 
"IT IS REAL!" Roz banged his one working fist on the building, making a loud ringing noise. 


Roz's mouth began to vocalize strange sounds, like laughter, crying, and frustration all 
bundled together in the same emotion. His fever now made him shake violently. "At the 
very... marvelous least, I got to touch,” at this thought a happy tear came to his natural eye, "I 
got to touch a SUB-SPACE MAGNET!" 


He relaxed and let go of the building's side. Haze began to even obscure the sight in his 
electronic eye. Soon, Roz realized, it will be over, everything. A wave of peace passed 
through his infected body. His struggles were finally at an end! This gave him an immense 
feeling of happiness. He felt his consciousness slowly disengaging from his body. "There was 
a sound, this way!" Through his blurred vision Roz saw what seemed to be two Maug 
standing over him. "This Maug is not healthy." Roz could hear himself coughing, but the 
sound of this noise seemed far, far away. "He's too far gone into Maug-pain. We cannot waste 
glorious time on these near-dead ones." Another Maug voice came to him through the blurry 
ether. "Our orders are to evacuate all Maug. Even him. Grab his leg." The original voice arose 
again. "He is dead." But the second voice was persistent. "You want a Maug corpse left here 
for the Uva Mosk? You know what they do with bodies?" There was a long pause after this 
statement. "Alright, alright. I'll take a leg. Wonder what happened to his horn helmet." They 
grabbed Roz's legs. He felt their contact, but once again the sensation of their touch came 
from a distance. "This is unglorious. He's a ripe candidate for the Maug-morgue." 


EPISODE TWENTY-EIGHT: THE END OF IT ALL 


A medic pressed the forward button on the hover stretcher, and Roz joined the long parade of 
wounded that were floating down the main Hoverway through Maug Landing. The evacuation 
ship towered above everything else, even the City Center. All wounded were being loaded 
onto the ship first, followed by the rest of the colony. Roz marveled once again at all the 
Maug colony had accomplished -- despite the initial setback by the Uva Mosk. The four 
Collective Tech Labs were the most inspiring as they hummed powerfully beside the Maug 
City Center. There were also two new buildings Roz had not seen before -- deceivingly small 
can-shaped buildings. Roz surmised that they must be Replication Stations, rapid factories 
that manufactured the special armor worn by Assault Troopers. Even Roz had to admit it was 
sad seeing this colony come to its end. Many Maug were busy packing up belongings 
alongside all of the settlement's buildings. He noticed a Food Replicator was completely shut 
down. Some Maug were stripping out computers and other devices out of this building, 
placing them in transport boxes. As the wounded passed, the Maug colonists would stop 
packing and watch solemnly. Some Maug even saluted. Roz could hardly believe this new 
situation. His colony service was over. He was a free Maug! 


Although he was very weak and his robotic arm still did not function, Roz felt very lucky. A 
strong antibiotic was hard at work in his circulatory system, cleaning out the horrible infection 
caused by the shrapnel. His fever was almost back down to its normal level and his coughing 
was dramatically reduced. It would take several weeks of solid rest, however, before his 
health would be restored to the level that would let Roz function normally. But compared to 
the many wounded Maug parading with him, it was as if he had just come done with a minor 
cold. There were several Assault Troopers who had fought at Human Landing, parts of their 
limbs disintegrated from disruptor fire. Other soldiers had horrible gaping wounds and third 
degree burns. No, Roz felt extremely lucky. 


As Roz relaxed on the hoverstretcher, a contingent of Maug soldiers approached down the 
other side of the road. They were all surrounding a scarred Maug who sat upon a movable 
hydraulic chair. Roz recognized this horrible looking Maug very quickly. It was Boog! Rage 
massively exploded inside him and all form of rationality left Roz. Images of Boog's livid 
face at Unwell Cliffs, the rigorous exercises he forced on Roz during Scout training, Roz's 
seasick days aboard the Transport -- these memories filled his every brain cell with anger. 
Roz gathered his weak legs underneath him. Soon Boog and his entourage would be close for 
him to... to what? Somehow, some way he would, well, what would he do? He would have to 
do something, Boog had sent him off to die among the Humans! The first group of Boog's 
entourage passed him and they looked oddly at the panting, sweating Roz. Boog's hydraulic 
chair next approached. Roz yelled, "You!" and jumped off of the hoverstretcher. 
Unfortunately, Roz's feeble strength did not let him leap across enough air and he ended up 
tumbling in front of Boog. The Maug-admiral just barely stopped the hydraulic chair -- almost 
running over the flailing Roz. 


Roz sputtered, "You inglorious mutant spawn of a Walga bush! You sent me off to die!" Boog 
could now see who it was. "Roz!" Boog's eyes rolled back inside his head and all the life 
support machines hooked up to him went into crisis mode. Lights blinked on and off and 
warnings beeped. An assistant standing next to the hydraulic chair quickly adjusted the 
buttons on the machines. Boog's whole body shook with palsy. Frantically, the assistant shot 
some thick green fluid into Boog; his spasms began to slow and ease. Meanwhile, several 
Assault Troopers detained the protesting Roz. He kept shouting, "He tried to kill me! Kill 
me!" A soldier put his knee square in Roz's back, right over the shrapnel wound. The resulting 
screams that emanated from Roz would have shattered anti-matter pod casing! Roughly he 
was dragged to his shaky feet. 


"Bring him ungloriously near." It was Maug-admiral Boog's voice. The Troopers cleared a 
path, but kept their rifles aimed at the hapless Roz. "So. You survived." Boog raised his three- 
fingered hand and gestured towards the soldiers. "Take him along." Many in his entourage 
protested, but Boog had given an order and it was not about to be rescinded. "He deserves to 
see what we are about to do. This is the Maug who first explored Unwell Cliffs. He reported 
the false iron ore deposit." At this there was much nervous coughing and shuffling among the 
entourage. Boog glowered, "Drag him along!" Two Assault Troopers each grabbed an arm 
and soon Roz was being pulled reluctantly down the Hoverway in the opposite direction from 
the evacuation ship. 


"I, I, am feverish, delirious. Not in healthy control! I thought you were a Human!" Roz 
unconvincingly pleaded. Boog seemed not to hear. "I received some strong recommendations 
for you, Roz. From Gippo Snowpeaks. It seems you gave much healthy aid to our highly 
distinguished architects, Neor and Poan, in the construction of their Mantle Drills. 
Impressive." Boog paused, and then quietly and with much difficulty, said the following 
statement. "Maybe, I was terribly wrong about you Roz." The two Assault Troopers looked at 
Roz incredulously. Roz was equally flummoxed. Was this the same Boog that had given him 
mop duty on the Sea Transport? The Maug-admiral made a turn off the Hoverway into a part 
of Maug Landing Roz had never seen before. Four large steel colored missile silos had been 
dug deep into the ground. Next to these silos were many pallets stacked high with triidium, 
electronic parts, and anti-matter pods. A large lift was set into the ground next to one of the 
silos. Everyone moved on top of this lift. Boog pressed a button on his electronic notepad and 
they all began to descend into the depths of Gallius IV. 


The silo was extremely deep. Filling most of the silo was a giant missile that seemed to be 
almost 1,000 meters tall! "Gloriously impressive, is it not? Our last hope, Roz, of taking 
Gallius IV is this weapon right here -- a Supernova Warhead. All four Anti-Colony Assault 
Silos have built one of these devices. And, these missiles are all aimed at one Uva Mosk 
settlement, Roz. Guess which one?" Roz mumbled and shook his head. One of the Assault 
Troopers prodded him to answer, but Roz leveled such a glare at the soldier that he desisted 
this prodding. Boog spoke. "Unwell Cliffs. We are going to attack the City Center in Unwell 
Cliffs! You and I both have a lot of history there, don't we?" Roz absorbed all of this 
carefully. "But the Uva Mosk have built five City Centers. They control the planet." Boog 
gravely nodded. "Under the terms of the Compact of Gallius IV, a colony has to keep all five 
centers intact for one solar month. Only once they pass this deadline may they keep this 
planet. Today is the last day of that solar month." They were still descending down the 
impressive length of the missile. Far below, Roz could see a highly shielded control room. 


The lift finally reached the control room's level. "[S EVERYONE PREPARED?" shouted 
Boog. Maug-technicians sat up quickly when Boog let loose this query. They were all behind 
large computers that were displaying a relentless cacophony of images. "Yes, Maug-admiral 
Boog!" mumbled the many technicians. Boog's tone made Roz writhe. If he were only strong 
enough he would pull away from the soldier and just walk out. This attempt to cling onto 
Gallius IV would be completely hopeless. The Maug colony had been behind from the 
beginning -- there was only such a slim, slim chance that this last desperate plan could even 
succeed. "Leave one guard with the sickly one," chortled Boog. "He might crawl over here 
and attempt to unsuccessfully hit me again!" At this, Boog snorted and snickered. Then Boog, 
Roz, and the Assault Trooper moved into an energy-shielded command center inside the 
control room. A technician followed them inside this sealed off area. 


Roz looked up at the giant vidscreen hanging above them. A satellite view of Unwell Cliffs 
was displayed. The long valley that Roz had fallen in so long ago greeted his eyes again, but 
now it was no longer the wild, unsettled territory it had once been. The Uva Mosk had done 
much with their settlement. Several Sub-Space Magnets were hard at work, digging up iron 
ore and endurium from the abundant riches of sub-space. Anti-Matter Plants were also 
present, producing the energy needed to run the Sub-Space Magnets. So here is where the Uva 
Mosk had been getting the metal they needed to build all of their City Centers! Roz felt a 
small tinge of satisfaction. Just like they had done to him, the Maug command had 
underestimated the metal production capacity of this entire territory! Prominent above 
everything was a large green flower-shaped City Center that towered over all the settlement. 
The wise Uva Mosk were also expecting an attack. Five Anti-Matter Defense installations 
surrounded this City Center. 


"Missile number four is operational, Maug-admiral Boog," reported his assistant. Boog 
nodded. "Good. What of our ground and air forces? The technician reviewed the report on his 
electronic notepad. "Only two Holocaust Cannon regiments are close enough to attack." Boog 
grunted in disgust. "But the Maug-chief's reserve of six Supernova Spyjets from Gippo 
Snowpeaks are within range." Boog furrowed his scarred brow. "Infantry?" "Two Assault 
Troop regiments, Maug-admiral Boog." "ONLY TWO? I'M TRYING TO WAGE A WAR 
AND YOU ONLY HAVE TWO REGIMENTS!" The technician sweated, "The, the, the rest 
of the troops are--" Boog interrupted, "Yes, yes, attacking the Humans." Roz was enjoying 
Boog's frustration. "The Maug will lose Gallius IV, and he will be partially responsible," he 
smugly thought. The technician moved a hand scanner next to Boog's remaining three- 
fingered palm. "It's been configured for your hand sir." "My hand, eh?" said Boog as he eyed 


his disfigured limb. "Just flatten out your hand on this scanner and the countdown will begin." 
Boog promptly stretched out his hand on the scanner. Lights flashed and klaxons sounded all 
over the control room. Boog went livid. "A TEST! IT'S A ONLY A TEST!" he shouted. The 
klaxons and lights ashamedly shut down. A sickly technician worriedly looked back at Boog, 
"We, we knew it, it, it, was a test." Boog said nothing but sat frowning at all the technicians 
from behind the command center's force field. The technician helping Boog wiped the sweat 
off his brow and said, "As you most gloriously can see, only your hand can start the 
countdown, Maug-admiral." Boog nodded and flexed his three fingers. 


The command center's door sealed behind the technician as he returned to his station. Boog 
looked up at the giant vidscreen at the thriving Uva Mosk territory. "We will not lose Gallius 
IV, Roz." Roz sneered at this. "We've already lost terribly, Boog. All of our effort, all of the 
dead, has been for absolutely, absolutely nothing." Chastened, several fresh multi-colored 
injections coursed into Boog's body. He then haltingly, guiltily spoke to Roz. "Our colony has 
almost always been low on metal. Maybe if you had been placed in charge of...." The 
admiral's voice trailed off. Roz glanced back at Boog, but the Maug-admiral said nothing 
more. Then the Maug-chief's sickly face appeared on a vidset above them. "The attack begins, 
Maug-admiral Boog!" Tension arose in the underground control room as technicians flitted 
from computer console to computer console, double checking the four precious missiles. 


On the vidset, Roz could see the Uva Mosk taking up positions. Four SAM Troopers stationed 
themselves next to the Anti-Matter Defense installations and two Fusion Cannon divisions 
also pulled up along the border. "NO!" screamed Boog. "THEY ARE MORE HEAVILY 
ARMED THEN PREDICTED!" At this Boog started to shake and his life support systems 
flipped into crisis mode. His eyes rolled towards the back of his head. The Assault Trooper let 
go of Roz and attempted to help Boog. The soldier touched many buttons, trying to regulate 
the flow of chemicals into Boog's body. Meanwhile on the screen, the Maug Spyjets were 
approaching Unwell Cliffs and the Uva Mosk SAM Troopers began shooting flack up into the 
air. But it was the Anti-Matter Defense batteries that were the most impressive. They shot 
anti-matter pod after anti-matter pod in the air, disintegrating many chunks out of the Spyjets. 
An anxious Maug-chief appeared again on a vidset. "The missiles, Boog! The missiles!" 


All the technicians immediately turned to see what was wrong. Boog was having the worst 
spasm Roz had ever seen. His whole body was violently shaking. Multi-colored fluid was 
shooting into several intravenous tubes in Boog's body. "Put his hand on the scanner!" 
screamed a technician. At this command the Assault Trooper grabbed Boog's arm. Boog's 
spasms were so strong that they knocked the Trooper off balance. He fell backwards into a 
computer console behind him, horns digging deep into the equipment. Electric sparks 
surrounded the soldier and he lay still. 


"HELP BOOG!" screamed the head technician, pointing to Roz. Contradictory thoughts 
immediately flashed through Roz's mind. For the first time, ever, ever, since he had landed on 
Gallius IV, he could decide the ultimate fate of this colony! He was in control! Why should he 
put Boog's hand on the scanner? Roz's metallurgical training had been totally ignored. He had 
been a janitor and a spy, but, never had Boog and the Maug-chief allowed him to pull up that 
first, delicious iron ore core sample. Or let him watch with joy as molten triidium poured 
neatly into a bar mold. Revenge, revenge could be his! Then Roz's thoughts funneled back 
into reality as the Uva Mosk SAM Troopers and Fusion Cannon regiments closed in on the 
Maug, getting excellent cover from the Anti-Matter Defense batteries shooting above them. 
The Maug would soon lose this pivotal battle. "NOW!" Barely half a second had passed since 


the technician had made his first plea. Painful images now stirred Roz's memory. The Uva 
Mosk colonists coming at him in the hovertruck. Poor Maug-captain Luum, sinking beneath 
the waves next to his Sea Transport. And then, there was Guc, captured by the Re'Lu. If the 
Maug lost, all of these sacrifices would mean absolutely nothing. 


He staggered over to the hydraulic chair and grabbed Boog's convulsing wrist. But the Maug- 
admiral's great strength was too much and the shaking arm broke Roz's grip. Roz was so 
weak! On the giant vidset, an anti-matter pod destroyed an attacking Maug Spyjet. Those 
defenses needed to be taken out! Roz lunged for Boog's wrist, this time missing it completely. 
He fell down in front of the portable hydraulic chair, face to face with Boog's kicking feet. 
One foot caught Roz square in the forehead. Shouts of "NO!" came from all over the control 
room. Above Roz was the hand scanner and Boog's three-fingered hand shaking violently 
back and forth above it. Summoning what little remaining reserves of strength he had left, 
Roz thrust himself up into the air and grabbed Boog's wrist once again. Roz's body instantly 
gave out and he fell back to the floor, pulling Boog's wrist down with him. Boog's hand 
landed hard on the scanner, his palm balled up into a tight fist. 


"Boog! Flatten out your hand!" Somewhere, dimly within Boog's shaking mouth, there was 
what sounded like an acknowledging grunt. While Roz clung to Boog's wrist, the three fingers 
slowly, slowly stretched out. Once again, lights and klaxons came on all over the control 
room. Unable to hold onto Boog any longer, Roz let go and tumbled to the floor. Looking up 
through the glass window, he watched the tall Supernova Warhead fire its rocket engine. The 
silo door instantly slid open and the missile began to lift from the ground. Technicians all over 
the control room cheered. The missile cleared the silo and soon became swallowed up in the 
clouded atmosphere. 


Roz weakly looked up at the giant vidscreen suspended above him. The battle in Unwell 
Cliffs was going badly for the Maug. Three Spyjets remained and they had been able to only 
take out one Anti-Matter Defense fortress. Then the Supernova Warheads entered the screen. 
They each targeted one of the four remain defense towers. One by one, the towers erupted 
into a huge, devastating ball of anti-matter. With each glorious explosion, the technicians 
cheered and hollered. The way now made clear, the three remaining Spyjets aimed their fire at 
the tall green Uva Mosk City Center. Deep cracks began to appear on its green sides. Unable 
to stand under its own weight, the City Center collapsed in upon itself, creating a huge dust 
cloud. 


"Roz." He looked back at Boog. Boog was no longer shaking. "Thank you." Roz nodded, 
made a weak salute, and resumed watching the battle. All of their weaker ground defenses 
were gone and only one Uva Mosk militia remained. With a chorus of final screams, the last 
remaining group of militia disintegrated inside a Holocaust Cannon's anti-matter burst. At 
long, long last, the Maug had retaken Unwell Cliffs. 


EPILOGUE 


The Uva Mosk's remaining forces were vastly inferior to the superior Maug military. Their 
weak counter offensive was immediately routed. Meanwhile, on the other major front across 
the planet, the Humans were taking over ChCh-t territories, and feebly started a last ditch 
effort to make five City Centers of their own. But the Maug-chief wasted no effort in 
responding to this threat. Using the vast metal resources the colony had captured in Unwell 
Cliffs, he either built or reconstructed four City Centers -- included the two captured centers 
in Unwell Cliffs and Human Landing. Since the Humans were behind the Maug in technology 
and had lost several key production centers to the Maug Holocaust Cannon, they were unable 
to prevent the Maug-chief's production effort. It was not long before five Maug City Centers 
rose their mighty horns into the brilliant blue sky of Gallius IV. Technology reigned supreme, 
and the Maug captured Gallius IV. 


It took Roz several weeks in the hospital to regain his strength. Unfortunately, his recovery 
was not as complete as his doctors had hoped. The infection left him with a chronic coughing 
spasm. Doubtless, he would have this condition for the rest of his days. However, the most 
esteemed medical research team soon set up residence on Gallius [V. Maybe at long last, the 
great Maug-Pain would be cured. This hope, though, like so many other Maug hopes, was 
slim. But Roz trusted that maybe, at the very least, they could cure his coughing condition. 


Upon the vehement urging of Maug-admiral Boog and the architects Neor and Poan, Roz was 
made the Planetary Maug-Administrator of Mining. Within a year after the capture of Gallius 
IV, Roz organized the construction of Sub-Space Magnets across the planet. Soon Gallius [V 
became one of the greatest metal producing planets in all of Maug-controlled space. Roz 
became very powerful and influential. But the years came and went and Roz grew tired of 
being the Planetary Maug-Administrator. He was allowed to retake the MTC (Mechanics and 
Technology Comprehension) exam -- and this time he passed! Roz became the oldest Maug 
ever to enter technology school. The wisdom of his advanced age let him complete his studies 
very rapidly, and he soon became the inventor of several unique devices. But despite all of 
these successes, there was actually only one achievement which privately made Roz proud. 
No matter how horribly stressed he got, Roz never again touched another anxiety tablet. 


THE END 
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